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UNIVERSITIES FOR MEN ACADEMIES FOR GIRLS 


«alse sie on arian Academy of Our Lady of Mercy, Milford, Conn. 

iiaiag pe Junior College and Academy of the Immaculate Conception, 
Oldenburg, Indiana 

COLLEGES FOR MEN Notre Dame of Maryland High School, Baltimore, Md. 

Marycliff Academy, Arlington Heights, Mass. 

Mt. St. Joseph Academy, Brighton, Mass. 

Academy of the Sacred Heart, Fall River, Mass. 


Jeanne d’Arc Academy, Milton, Mass. 


Mt. St. Mary’s College & Eccl. Sem., Emmitsburg, Md. 
Holy Cross College, Worcester, Mass. 
Seton Hall College, South Orange, N. J. 


Academy of the Visitation, 
5448 Cabanne Ave., St. Louis, Mo. 


Mt. St. Mary, Hookset Heights, N. H. 


COLLEGES FOR WOMEN 


Trinity College, Washington, D. C. 





St. Xavier College, 4928 Xavier Pk., Chicago, Ill. Holy Angels Institute, Fort Lee, N. J. 
Barat College & Academy of Sacred Heart, Saint Vincent Academy, 226 W. Market St., Newark, N. J. 
Lake Forest, III. , , 

Rosary College; (River Porent, 1h. Academy of St. Joseph, Brentwood, N. Y. 

“olle  Sieaind Micea uk Metduad eis Md St. Clare’s School, 

College peo a “" x“ wt on “sing ee Hastings-on-Hudson, Mount Hope, N. Y. 

t. Joseph's ze, Emmitsbur ‘ ’ é 

< pongn — ” Academy of the Holy Child Jesus, 

Maryville College, ; 630 Riverside Drive, N. Y. C. 
Meramec St. & Nebraska Ave., St. Louis, Mo. Ursuline Academy 

Georgian Court College, Lakewood, N. J. Grand Concourse and East 165th St., N. Y. C. 

The College of St. Rose, Albany, N. Y. Academy of The Holy Child, Suffern, N. Y. 


College of Mt. St. Vincent-on-Hudson, N. Y. C. Dey a kia 
Pius X School of Liturgical Music, College of the Sacred ver Lady of Mercy Academy, Ryouset, Long Island, N.Y. 
Heart, 133rd St. & Convent Ave., N. Y. C. Mater Misericordiae Academy, Merion (Phila.), Pa. 
Marymount College & School, Villa Maria Convent, Montreal, Quebec, Canada 
Tarrytown-on-Hudson, N. Y. 
College Misericordia, Dallas, Pa. 
Seton Hill College, Greensburg, Pa. BUSINESS COLLEGES AND SCHOOLS 
Rosemont College, Rosemont, Pa. 
Assisium Business Institute (Girls), 


PREPARATORY SCHOOLS FOR BOYS 13:17 W. 128th St., N. Y. C. 


The Newman School, Lakewood, N. J. 


Mount St. Michael's, 
4300 Murdock Ave., New York, N. Y. 


St. Aloysius Academy for Boys, West Chester, Pa. Georgetown University Hospital, School of Nursing, 
Washington, D. C. 
St. Joseph Mineral Baths, Mt. Clemens, Mich. 
St. Camillus School of Training, 
Gull Road, Kalamazoo, Mich. 


SCHOOLS OF NURSING 


CAMPS 


Venard Camn, Maryknoil Preparatory College. 























Clarks Summit, Pa. Santa Rosa Infirmary, School of Nursing, San Antonio, Tex. 
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Te paper is the organ of the 
Society at home and abroad. It 
is issued monthly except in the sum- 
mer when a speciai enlarged July- 
August number is published, 


Subscription rates: one dollar 
($1.00) a year; five dollars 
($5.00) for six years; fifty dol- 
lars ($50.00) for life. 


Entered at Post Office, Maryknoll, N. Y. 
as Seconp Ciass MATTER. 


Acceptance for mailing at special rate of 
postage providel for in section 1103, Act 
of Oct. 3, 1917; authorized Nov. 21, 1921. 





Make checks and money orders payable to 
The Maryknoll Fathers, Maryknoll, N. Y. 
For further information address: 
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Established by action of the 
United States Hierarchy, assembled 
at Washington, April 27, 1911. 


Authorized by His Holiness Pius 
X, at Rome, June 29, 1911. Final 
Approval by Pope Pius XI, May 7, 
1930. 


““Maryknoll’”, in honor of the 
Queen of Apostles, has become the 
popular designation of the Society. 


Object—to train Catholic mis- 
sioners for the heathen, with the 
ultimate aim to develop a native 
clergy in lands now pagan. 

Priests, students, and Auxiliary 
Brothers compose the Society. 

Auxiliary Brothers participate as 
teachers, trained nurses, office as- 
sistants, and skilled workmen. 





IN THE UNITED STATES 

Central Administration and 
Seminary are at Ossining (Mary- 
knoll P. O.), New York, about 
thirty miles north of the metropolis. 
Students in the seminary make the 
usual six-year course in Philosophy 
and Theology. 


Maryknoll Preparatory Col- 
leges—These are at Clarks Summit, 
Pennsylvania; Cincinnati, Ohio; and 
Los Altos, California, 

Maryknoll Procures are located 
as follows: 

New York City, at 103 Park Ave. 

San Francisco, Calif., at 1492 Mc- 
Allister St., corner of Scott. 

Los Angeles, Calif., at 1220 South 
Alvarado St. 

Seattle, Wash., at 1603 East Jef- 
ferson St. 

Maryknoll Japanese Missions. 


At Los Angeles, Calif., Maryknoll 
Fathers 426 South Boyle Ave.; or 


Maryknoll Convent, 425 South Boyle 
Ave. At San Juan, Calif., Maryknoll 
Fathers, San Juan Bautista Mission. 
At Seattle, Wash., Maryknoll Con- 
vent, 507 Seventeenth Ave. 

Housc of Study in Rome, Italy, 
at Via Sardegna, 83. 
Probationary (Novitiate) 

This is located in the Archdiocese 
of Boston. 

P. O. address: Bedford, Mass. 

Telephone: Billerica 708 





EASTERN ASIA ADDRESSES 
China— 

Maryknoll Procure, 160 Austin 
Road, Kowloon, Hong Kong 
For Bishop Walsh and Priests— 
Catholic Mission, Kongmoon, 

Kwangtung, China 

For Msgr. Meyer and Priests— 
Catholic Mission, Wuchow, 
Kwangsi, China 

For Msgr. Ford and Priests— 
Catholic Mission, Kaying, via 
Swatow, China 

For Msgr. Lane and Priests— 
Catholic Mission, Fushun, Man- 
chukuo 

For Sisters of Manchukuo 
Tenshudo, Dairen, Manchukuo 

For Sisters in Hong Kong— 
Maryknoll Convent, 103 Austin 
Road, Kowloon, Hong Kong 


Korea— 

For Msgr. Morris and Priests— 
Catholic Mission, Peng Yang, 
Korea 

For Sisters— 

Maryknoll Convent, 
Catholic Mission, Yeng You, 
Korea 


Philippine Islands— 
For Priests— 
St. Rita’s Hall, Manila, P. I. 
For Sisters— 
St. Mary’s Hall, Manila, P. I. 


Hawaiian Islands— 
For Priests— 
1701 Wilder Ave., 
Honolulu, Hawaii 
For Sisters— 
1722 Dole St., 
Honolulu, Hawaii 


ASSOCIATES 
_— subscriber is registered 
as a member of the C. F. M. S. 
and remains such until the subscrip- 
tion expires. A life subscriber, on 
payment of fifty dollars within two 
years, becomes a Perpetual Member. 
Members share in ten thou- 
sand Masses offered yearly by Mary- 
knoll priests, and are remembered 
daily in the several Maryknoll com- 
munities. Members also share in the 
labors, sacrifices, and privations of 
the missioners. 


CABLE ADDRESS: 
Maryknoll — Ossining, N. Y. 








BEQUEST FORMS 
I hereby give, devise, and bhe- 
queath unto the Catholic Foreign 
Mission Society of America, Inc., 
(Maryknoll) 


INSEVEMEGION)) © visser ccacos oie'aroacs to be 
used by the said Catholic Foreign 
Mission Society of America, Inc., 
for the purposes for which it is in- 
corporated. 





I hereby give, devise, and he- 
queath unto the Foreign Mission 
Sisters of Saint Dominic, Inc., 
of Maryknoll, Ossining, New York. 
a- corporation organized and exist- 
ing under the laws of the State of 
INOW ODIO oc cct eS ccc ox (here 
MNSETUUNEQACY) bss.c cans deme ae to be 
used by the said Foreign Mission 
Sisters of Saint Dominic, Inc., for 
the purposes for which it is in- 
corporated. é 
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There Are No Quarters ‘‘De Luxe’’ In Sampans Such As The Above, 
But Maryknoll Missioners In China Are Glad To Avail Themselves Of 
This Means Of Travel. The Boats On China’s Myriad Waterways Are 
Propelled By Men And Women Alike. 
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May Days On The Hill Of Mary 





sxAL MY days 

again, and the 
world is once 
more whizzing 
by our door. We 
get a twinkle in 
our eye as we 
note the curios- 
ity we rouse in 
the endless line 
of automobiles 
which fly along 
the conveniently distant road. 

Mr. Sunday-afternooner has 
come out into the country and is 
glorying in the budding trees, and 
new grass, the birds and every 
sign of nature life. Suddenly 
there looms in the sky something 
which he finds appealing and at- 
tractive, but which is certainly not 
Westchesterian. It is a great field- 
stone mass topped by a tower, the 
whole overlaid with a roof of rich 
moss-green tile with upcurving 
ends which tempt him to ask if he 
has not stumbled on a page from 
some picture book of the Orient. 

Mystified he drives nearer and 
reads the rustic sign at the gate- 
way—‘“Maryknoll Seminary’— 
and usually the mystification only 
deepens. 

Maryknoll? If he is sufficiently 
versed in the Anglo-Saxon he will 
pick out the word knoll; other- 
wise he may pronounce it “Ma- 
ryk-noll’, and become more pro- 
foundly mystified than ever. 


























Blind Spots— 

UT supposing he catches the 

idea that “Maryknoll” means 
something such as “hill of Mary”, 
supposing he deduces that it “must 
be something Catholic”, even sup- 
pose him to be a Catholic and to 
know that Maryknoll is the na- 
tional headquarters of the Cath- 
olic Foreign Mission Society of 
America and a training place for 
missioners, still there can very eas- 
ily remain many big blind spots in 


MARY, 


QUEEN OF APOSTLES, 


the vista of his knowledge. 

For it is surprising how little 
even good Catholics know about 
the preparation of priests, above 
all of mission priests. 





Johnny Jones Prepares to be a 
Missioner-—— 
ENCE Mr. Passer-by often 
asks how it all comes about. 
How do they get into that big 
building? What do they do there? 





AT A SANITARIUM IN FLORIDA 
BISHOP JAMES ANTHONY WALSH, 
THE BELOVED “NUMBER ONE” OF 
ALL THE MARYKNOLLS, GATHERS 
FRESH STRENGTH FOR THE TASK 
OF GENERALISSIMO OF A FAR- 
FLUNG ARMY OF THE GREAT KING 


How do they get out? You might 
be asked some day, so you had 
better decide what to say. 

Take Johnny Jones. He is in 
the eighth grade of St. Eulalia’s 
School in Cleveland, Ohio. He 
hears the call of the missions. Fa- 
ther John Martin of the Mary- 








N ARY’S Month brings Moth- 

er’s Day. Enroll your 
mother, living or deceased, as 
a Perpetual Associate of Mary- 
knoll, thus assuring her of 
many spiritual riches. 


knoll House in Cincinnati passes 
through, and Johnny tells him 
what he has in mind. 

Father Martin helps John make 
his application to Maryknoll. Since 
John is such a fine lad, despite the 
fact that he is rather young he is 
accepted and takes up residence in 
modest Maryknoll-in-Cincinnati, 
on the edge of the grounds of St. 
Gregory’s Seminary. His studies 
he and the score of other young 
Knollers make at St. Gregory’s. 
Were he on the Pacific Coast he 
would go to Maryknoll-in-Los Al- 
tos and attend San Francisco’s 
Seminary, St. Joseph’s, a step 
away. Were he in the East he 
would be counseled to continue 
his studies at home awhile, for 
there is no Maryknoll high school 
course in this part of the country. 

The high school years finished, 
Mr. J. Jones transfers to the 
Maryknoll Preparatory College at 
Clarks Summit, near Scranton, 
Pennsylvania, where he passes 
four years, and completes his 
studies through Philosophy and 
the Arts as far as his A.B. 

Then John J. goes to Mary- 
knoll-in- Bedford, Massachusetts, 
and in the ranging farmhouse by 
the pretty Concord River he lives 
a year of quiet and recollection, 
deepening himself in the things of 
the spirit, putting steel in his 
fibre for the struggles ahead. This 
is called the probation year, at the 
end of which he takes a temporary 
oath, binding himself for twelve 
months to all the obligations of a 
Maryknoll missioner. After three 
such annual oaths he is to commit 
himself irrevocably to the service 
of the apostolate. 





The Great Day Comes— 
INALLY from Bedford he 
transfers to Sunset Hill, out- 
side Ossining, for the concluding 
four years of training. Here at 
the Center is the Maryknoll uni- 
versity with its theological faculty, 


PRAY FOR US! 
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and here the studies most directly 
bearing on his ministry are made. 
During these years come Sacred 
Orders, with priesthood at the 
end, and then the great summer 
day when steps turn westward un- 
til they halt in the Far East. 

So. Mr. Buzz-along, now you 
know. But, unless you are atune 
to something more than gas en- 
gines, you don’t understand. 


Mother of Missioners— 
AS twilight shadows softly in- 
duce the day to part with its 





light, small groups of future mis- 
sioners may be seen walking the 
Maryknoll cloister. Beads are slip- 
ping through their fingers; 
thoughts of Mary, the Mother of 
Missioners, are in their minds. 
And at the end there is a thought 
for Maryknollers overseas, for the 
rosary concludes on the Knolltop 
with an Our Father and three 
Hail Marys for those in the field. 
A new mission band is prepar- 
ing now for the journey to the 
East. Perhaps you too would add 
this Maryknoll touch to your 


IN THE QUADRANGLE OF THE MARYKNOLL SEMINARY THE MOTHER 
OF GOD, WHO IS ALSO THE MOTHER OF MISSIONERS, WATCHES OVER 


HER TRAINING SCHOOL OF APOSTLES. 


OUR LADY OF MARYKNOLL, 


PRAY FOR US! 


THE HARVEST INDEED IS GREAT, 


beads for them and all Orient 
Knollers. 


Death in Exile— 
WE have learned with regret of 
the death of two Superior 
Generals of Mission Societies to 
which Maryknollers feel bound 
by ties of strong friendship. They 
are Archbishop De Guébriant, of 
the Paris Foreign Mission Soci- 
ety, and Father Constant Daems, 
of the Congregation of the Im- 
maculate Heart of Mary, popu- 
larly known as the Scheut Fathers 
after the suburb of Brussels where 
their motherhouse is located. 

We speak elsewhere of Arch- 
bishop De Guébriant. The deep 
sympathies of all at Maryknoll 
have already been extended to 
their bereaved confréres of the 
Paris Society. 

The circumstances of the pass- 
ing of Father Daems were tragic 
indeed. He had just completed a 
fatiguing visitation of his missions 
in the Far East, and was crossing 
Russia alone on the Trans-Siberi- 
an Railroad. At the Russian cus- 
toms office he protested against 
opening a case in which he car- 
ried the relics of a Scheut mis- 
sioner martyred in China, fearing 
the Russians would not respect 
them, and in the course of his 
protestations, attacked by an em- 
bolism, he fell dead. 

Thus, as Father Vandeputte, 
the Vicar General of Scheut, re- 
flects, after a zealous life in the 
apostolate he died alone, unaided 
by a priest, in a land where his 
beloved Religion is proscribed, 
much as did St. Francis Xavier 
centuries before him. Our prayer- 
ful sympathies to all our friends 
of Scheut! 


Those Who Wait— 

ART of the gymnasium was 

transformed recently into a 
dugout of the Western Front and 
an excellent histrionic company 
from among the student body gave 
us “Jouriey's End”. 

Men of the 169th Infantry 
loaned the uniforms, Mr. Mylott 
of the Seminary office loaned his 
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skill as a director, the rest of us 
lent our ears, and the combination 
proved perfect. We had the sen- 
sation of being a hundred yards 
from the enemy trenches and, dis- 
tasteful though it was, we found 
it a healthy experience because 
there are situations in the life of 
a soldier which parallel those of 
the missionary campaigner. 

Lieutenant Osborne, for in- 
stance, in this play which still 
lives as one of America’s great 
post-war theatrical achievements, 
reminds the rookie Lieutenant 
Raleigh that it is not the fighting 
which tries the mettle of the man 
at the front —it is the waiting. 
How true this is in the struggle 
of the apostolic pioneer! The sol- 
dier of Christ learns to wait, to 
live in fruitlessness, to bide his 
time and to rein in his hunger for 
action until misunderstandings and 
opposition are dissipated. 

And how aptly this applies to 
our little band lately arrived in 
Japan, under the leadership of 
Father Byrne to whom the semi- 
narians dedicated their perform- 
ance! Prospects there are, and 
bright ones, in Japan—for the ser- 


vants of Christ who know how to 


wait ! 





r. appears that the 1,000,000 
Communists in the world are 
doing more against religion than 
the 360,000,000 Catholics in the 
world are doing for it. We be- 
log to an international Church, 
but are not at all internationally- 
minded.—Bishop Noll. 


Archbishop De Guebriant 


E learn with sorrow of the 

death of Archbishop De Gué- 
briant, who passed away in Paris 
during March. 

John Baptist Budes De Gué- 
briant went as a young man to his 
friend and counselor, Monsignor 
de Ségur, and said, “I am search- 
ing for the finest possible way to 
employ my life and I am dream- 
ing these days of the missionary 
career; what do you think of it?” 

The Monsignor apparently 





thought well of it, for the French 
nobleman a few years later bade 
farewell to his great estates in 
the department of Finistére 
where his Breton ancestors had 
dwelt for centuries, and penetrated 
into China, over 3,000 miles up 
the Yangtze River. There for a 
quarter of a century he labored as 





A NOBLEMAN OF GOD 
The late Archbishop John Baptist 
Budes De Guébriant, Superior 
General of the Paris Foreign Mis- 
sion Society, as he appeared when, 
in 1917, as Vicar Apostolic of Can- 
ton, he offered Maryknoll a section 
of his Vicariate, the American So- 
clety’s first mission field in the 
Orient 


a missioner and for ten years more 
he served as a bishop, until he was 
transferred to the great coast city 
of the South, Canton. 





It was there that Maryknoll’s 
Father General encountered him 
when he went to the East to ar- 
range for the Knoll missioners to 
enter the Orient. It was Bishop 
De Guébriant who made it pos- 
sible for the Maryknoll “ambas- 
sador” to prepare his memorable 
Christmas cablegram of 1917: 
“Field found’. The field was a 
portion of the Vicariate of Can- 
ton, and is now the Maryknoll 
Mission of Kongmoon. 








FINE yourself if you have 
made us “get after you” 
for that renewal. 


BUT THE LABORERS ARE FEW. 


In 1921, Bishop De Guébriant 
became Superior General of the 
Paris Foreign Mission Society. 
But others besides the members 
of his institute had discovered his 
great qualities. The Holy See had 
already employed him to make a 
visitation of the missions of Chi- 
na, and now Rome asked him to 
inspect the missions of Siberia. In 
the same year he was honored by 
being named Titular Archbishop 
of Marcianopolis. 

During these last fourteen years 
His Excellency has directed very 
ably his Society, and has cast much 
lustre on the cause of missions by 
his activities in Paris and in Rome, 
where he enjoyed profound es- 
teem. He will be remembered as 
one of the great leaders in the 
twentieth century mission world. 

Maryknoll has followed His Ex- 
cellency closely and has appreci- 
ated deeply the kindly interest and 
encouragement which he has giv- 
en to Maryknollers everywhere. 





In priestliness Archbishop De 
Guébriant was always admirable. 
A Chinese priest now laboring in 
Szechwan recalls the days long 
ago when as a boy he was a help- 
er of His Excellency, then a young 
missioner. It was in times of per- 
secution and the French priest had 
to send the boy with a message to 
his bishop. The future Chinese 
priest fulfilled his task, but at cost 
of truly great hardship, and re- 
turned completely exhausted; 
dusty and disheveled, his feet 
bleeding, his strength gone, he 
fainted as he crossed Pére De 
Guébriant’s doorstep. 


But when he recovered he found 
himself laid upon the priest’s bed, 
his face washed, the young French- 
man on his knees bathing the 
bleeding feet and kissing them, 
tears in his eyes. This affection 
and admiration for the Chinese 
the Archbishop kept till the end. 
He was one of the most effective 
workers for the advance of the 
Chinese clergy. 


May he enjoy the rich repose 
of the great of God’s Kingdom! 
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Land Of Lotus Flowers 








“Some of the schoolboys wore the rain GHETA, a flat board supported by 
two upright blocks, fashioned so as to keep the feet from getting wet” 


|AST year’s summer 
assignments decreed 
that two members of 
the June Ordination 
class, Father Ed- 
mund Ryan, of 
Dorchester, Mass., 
and Father George 
Haggerty, of St. Johnsville, N. Y., 
should pursue advanced studies at 
the Catholic University in Wash- 
ington, D. C. Later there came 








an urgent call for more apostles 
from Maryknoll-in-Manchukuo, 
and the two young priests gladly 
set forth for this Land of Prom- 
ise. From Dairen Father Ryan 
recently forwarded to the Home 
Knoll the following excerpts from 
his travel log. 


“Land!”— 
It was on Hallowe'en, just after din- 
ner, that somebody cried, “Land!” After 


HE WHO HELPS AN APOSTLE 


so many days of ceaseless, monotonous 
avenues of water, we were at last in 
sight of strange, hut to the sea-weary 
welcome, land. Lights twinkled on the 
coast of Japan, telling of home to some, 
of friends to others, to all of port and 
safety. 

The next morning, having passed 
quarantine, we landed at Yokohama. 
We did not see any cherry blossoms, 
however, but instead a grey cloud burst- 
ing with rain. 

Our former classmate, Father Joseph 
Daly, of Worcester, Mass., was on the 
dock to meet us; but the first to wel- 
come us to Japan was a Salvation 
Army lassie, who stopped us on the 
gangplank to wish us all sorts of luck 
in our work, 





The Tokyo Maryknoll— 

In no time at all we arrived at the 
Tokyo house, where a hearty welcome 
from Fathers Whitlow, Mackesy and 
Boesflug awaited us. Father Briggs 
was temporarily absent, as he was sing- 
ing a High Mass in a church down- 
town. 

We didn’t do much that first day, be- 
cause it was raining, so we just sat 
around and talked over old times as is 
the wont of Maryknollers meeting after 
a separation. 

First Impressions— 

But I set out to make a record of 
first impressions, and I am forgetting 
to register them. 

From the deck of the boat we saw 
our first kimono-clad friends, and found 
their garb beautiful. There was a man 
whose age we could not guess, in the 
dignified brown and grey kimono; and 
near him was a lady undoubtedly 
young, in a bright colored gown. A 
graceful mother was carrying her little 
one on her back. 

Then there were some merry school- 
boys. All seemed to wear the gheta, a 
flat-heeled sandal held on the foot by 
a string between the big and the sec- 
ond toe. Some wore the rain gheta, a 
flat board supported by two upright 
blocks, fashioned so as to keep the feet 
from getting wet. Primitive, but very 
practical, 

Driving from Yokohama was quite 
an experience. Our taxi was modern, 
although it looked old enough to be 
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pre-World-War, something like the one 
I had in Ogden. Well, we went speed- 
ing through the city, along highways as 
wide as the Bronx Drive Parkway. 
Kipling would have changed his mind 
about the meeting of East and West if 
he could have seen the Tokyo of today. 

There we were riding along in a taxi 
on a broad street, while in the neigh- 
boring lane a dozen or more ox-carts 
plodded along which would not have 
looked out of place in illustrations of 
Old Testament happenings. There were 
street cars, packed like a Boston street 
car at eight o’clock in the morning, but 
all the riders wore kimonos. 

Then there were the shops. A mod- 
ern department store close to an ori- 
ental art store, and on the next corner 
a tiny Japanese restaurant hung with 
characteristic banners. 

We kept remarking that we must be 
in San Francisco again. But then we 
recalled our recent voyage and the fact 
that a very wide ocean separated us 
from those whose hearts are one with 
ours, and we realized we were in Ja- 
pan, the land of earthquakes and lotus 
flowers, of somber gray houses and gay 
kimonos, the land of Buddha, but also 
of Promise. “The Gentiles are to glorify 
God for His mercy, as it ts written: 
Therefore will I confess to Thee, O 
Lord, among the Gentiles, and will sing 
to Thy Name.” 





Beautiful Nikko— 

The morning after the Maryknoll re- 
union at Tokyo, Father Haggerty and 
I took the train for Nikko. You have 
doubtless heard of the Japanese pro- 
verb to the effect that, if you haven’t 
seen Nikko, you can’t say kekko (beau- 
tiful). Well, anyhow, we went to Nikko. 
The train ride was through beautiful 
country, over which a blue haze brood- 
ed. There is a something about Jap- 
anese scenery— 

At the station we hired a taxi, and 
were soon on our way to the beauty 
spot of Japan. Words are almost in- 
adequate to describe Nikko. It is at 
once so amazing and so meaningless. 

We passed through the town with its 
innumerable shops and flower stands, 
and then drove up towards the religious 
center. First we went by the Sacred 
Bridge, over which none but the Em- 
peror may walk, and that only on state 
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, OLD AND NEW 
The outer moat of the Imperial Palace at Tokyo, and the building of the 
Nippon Life Insurance Company 


occasions. (I dared Father Haggerty 
to run across it, but I guess the idea of 
being shot didn’t appeal to him, Funny. 
He could have made history, but he 
selfishly refused:) 

Then we came to the great avenue 
of cryptomerias that point for miles 
the way to the temples of Buddha and 


the lesser deities. It was magnificent. 
Towering yet kindly branches bowed to 
welcome us to the halls of the gods. 





Temples, Shrines and a Chinese 
Gate— 

The first temple is the great hall of 
Buddha, while all around it are the 





THE SACRED BRIDGE AT NIKKO 
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THERE IS A JAPANESE PROVERB TO THE EFFECT THAT, IF YOU 
HAVEN’T SEEN NIKKO, YOU CAN’T SAY KEKKO (BEAUTIFUL) 


homes of the lesser deities and of fa- 
mous personages. 

Buddhism was introduced into Japan 
at first against the will of the people, 
for they had their own religion, Shin- 
toism, or the worship of ancestors. But 








they recognized that the two could be 
held without conflict—Shintoism looks 
to the past, Buddhism to the future— 
so they retained both. Nowadays the 
two are practically merged in the coun- 
try, although the Shinto temples are 
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THE MARYKNOLLERS 


ARE FR. JOSEPH DALY, OF WORCESTER, MASS. (LEFT), FR. WILLIAM 
WHITLOW, OF NEW YORK af AND FR. WILLIAM MACKESY, OF 
YNN, MASS. 


more or less distinguished by the torii, 
the Buddhist by the Chinese gate. 

There is one Chinese gate at Nikko, 
a reproduction of one in Peking, that 
is a masterpiece. The Japanese call it 
the “Gate of the Setting Sun”, or some- 
thing like that, because, they say, one 
could study its details from the early 
morning and still not have grasped 
them all by sundown. 

Then there are the stone fences and 
the gargoyles, chiseled from a single 
piece of stone. We speak of the ad- 
vances of art, but, when one sees such 
pieces of sculptoring, one sort of re- 
grets the passing of an earlier condition 
of things. Art, if not born at Nikko, 
at least had some of its schooling there. 

Among the shrines is the tomb of 
Ieyasu, great Japanese patriot, but 
known to the student of mission history 
as a persecutor of the country’s early 
Christians. Thousands of wooden shoes 
constantly clatter up the two hundred 
steps that lead to this shrine. As for 
us, we found it disappointing to climb 
so high and yet get not even a cup of 
tea for our pains. 





A Visit to Nara— 

Nara is the ancient capital of Japan, 
and a lovely place. I think we liked 
it even better than Nikko. It must be 
breath-taking in the spring, when the 
cherry blossoms appear. The parks are 
well wooded and must be at that sea- 
son a perfumed sea of delight. 

Then there are the fearless deer. 
They come and nose your hand for the 
favorite rice-cake. I bought some just 
before we went to the temples, and im- 
mediately the rush was upon me. One 
old stag was especially persistent. I 
tried to be a bit partial to the young- 
sters, but the old fellow thought too 
much rice-cake was had for his little 
ones, so he ate it all himself. 





Maryknollers in the ‘“‘Chosen 


Land’— 
Leaving Nara we took the train for 


Kobe, via Kyoto. The ride from Kobe 
to Shimonoseki was especially lovely. 

From Shimonoseki we crossed over 
to Fusan, in Korea (or Chosen, as the 
Japanese call the peninsula). There 
we caught the fast express for Peng 
Yang, arriving after a twelve hour 
journey. We were overjoyed to find 
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friendly, familiar faces to greet us— 
Maryknoll faces. Monsignor Morris 
was there, as well as Father Joseph 
Connors, Father Borer, Father Stein- 
bach, Father Gibbons, Father Kramar 
and Father Nolan. 

We went to the Center House at 
Saiho, where we spent the night. Of 
course we didn’t retire at once, for 
there were many things to discuss. It 
was good to realize that we were so 
close to the end of the long trek. 





The Latest in Mission Travel— 

It was decided that I should travel 
to Dairen by plane, while Father Hag- 
gerty was to await further orders from 
Monsignor Lane, our Manchukuo Su- 
perior. 

It was my first flight and I found it 
a strange feeling to be so far above the 
earth, Once, when the pilot shut off 
the motor, I had a wild desire to be on 
land again, just as a child feels when 
a strong man tosses him about in the 
air, and he struggles to be free. But 
the feeling soon passed, and I enjoyed 
the ride. 

I looked at Korea from the plane, 
and it resembled a crazy quilt; I saw 
Manchukuo, and it scemed a great jig- 
saw puzzle. We passed over a city and 
it reminded me of a fair, with booths 
in orderly array. 

At length the motor stopped and, like 
a tired, eager sparrow, the plane 
swooped down to its home, glad of its 
strange voyage, but glad, too, to be at 
rest. I stepped out of the plane, and 
found myself in Dairen. 





A Second Home— 

From the airport a car took me home. 
Yes, it is home to me now, my second 
home. 

Never shall I forget those I have 
left behind, they are the dearer to me 
for our mutual sacrifice. But it is here 
I shall do the work of my God. It is 
here I shall see Light come into hearts 
hitherto languishing in the shadow of 
death, it is here that I shall break Bread 
for the soul-hungry pagan little ones of 
Christ’s flock. 

These and many other like thoughts 
filled my mind as I sped along on the 
last lap of a very long journey. And 
as the sun went down it seemed to veil 
a picture of my native land, a vision of 


FOR AT LEAST ONE 


those for whom my human heart was 
lonely. But it would rise again I knew, 
it would rise again on this far-away 
land I had chosen for Him Who left 
His Father’s Home for me. 





Sayonara— 

One last thing we say to you, whom 
we recall each day in prayer, one last 
favor we would ask, that you will not 
forget we were once with you. 

And so, sayonara, farewell until at 
the end of the trail we meet again in 


God. 











ONE OF THE MARYKNOLL SU- 
PERIOR GENERAL’S “DIOCESANS” 


This curly haired gentleman is a 

native of Assuan, the modern name 

of Siene, Bishop James A. Walsh’s 
Titular See in Northern Africa 


Mission Gleanings 
SSUAN is the modern name 
of Siene, the Maryknoll Su- 

perior General’s titular See in 
northern Africa. 

A portrait of one of Bishop 
Walsh’s “diocesans” is featured 
on this page, and his appearance 
gives rise to the supposition that 
there may still be scope for the 








TRINGLESS GIFTS are the 
most welcome at Maryknoll. 
They leave us free to apply the 
help where the need is greatest. 


foreign missioner’s labors in the 
ancient city of Assuan-Siene. 





Some American parish, perhaps 
one bearing Our Lady’s dear name, 
will surely respond to the follow- 
ing plea from Bishop James Ed- 
ward Walsh, Vicar Apostolic of 
Maryknoll-in-Kongmoon, South 
China: 

“Six of our main churches have no 
statue of the Blessed Virgin Mary, and 
never did have any. I consider this a 
very grave lack in the religious life of 
our people. At the same time, we can 
in no way afford to pay for the statues. 
I am sure there must be discarded 
statues, that could be had for the ask- 
ing, in many American parishes. The 
size can be anything from 30” to 60” 
high.” 

A Catholic who becomes inter- 
ested in foreign missions is al- 
most invariably attracted to all 
kinds of mission effort, at home 
and abroad. He may not be in a 
position to help more than one or 
two causes, but he soon finds him- 
self keenly interested in the Cath- 
olic apostolate generally. 

This is as it should be, as the 
evidence of a Catholic spirit is the 
world-wide heart. 








The Maryknoll Constitutions as 
approved by Rome allow us to en- 
roll benefactors (among whom we 
include subscribers to THE Fretp 
Arar) as Members of our Society, 
sharing our spiritual gains. Just 
what these advantages are can be 
realized better, perhaps, when we 
say that they include a share in 
Masses offered every Friday by all 
Maryknoll missioners. We mean 
a share, today, in ten thousand 
Masses. 

Priests will realize better than 
the laity that this thank offering on 
our part is a great sacrifice. At 
one period, as we watched the fig- 
ure grow year by year, we were 
tempted to fix it at five thousand 
Masses, when we received a letter 
from a distinguished prelate prais- 
ing our sacrifice and urging us to 
keep it up. This we have done 
without regret. : 


DAY THIS YEAR. 
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Hoping Sees Fufillment 


By Fr. William O’Brien, of Chicago, IIl., a_missioner of the Maryknoll 
Kaying field, South China 





UNLIKE FATHER O’BRIEN’S NEW CONVERTS AT HOPING, THIS HAKKA 
FAMILY OF THE MARYKNOLL KAYING MISSION FIELD HAS BEEN 
CATHOLIC FOR GENERATIONS. THEIR “PARLOR” FURNISHINGS INCLUDE 
THE CRUCIFIX AND REPRODUCTIONS OF RAPHAEL’S MASTERPIECES 





HOT and bedraggled 
missioner pedaled him- 
self and his bicycle in- 
to the little city of 
Hoping. The bicycle 
| had carried the man 
over many a steep hill 
before finally coasting 
him down to the city and into the hands 
of the reception gathering. It was like 
the winning of a Marathon. 

I had been coming to Hoping every 
month for the last two years, but yes- 
terday I was coming to stay, a fact of 
which I was not sufficiently conscious 
until I approached within two miles of 
the city and an advance guard of the 
Christians hailed me. There they were, 
posted all along the way, and the main 
body waiting in a pavilion near the 
bridge, with an immense supply of fire- 
crackers. 














No exaggeration and truly, I was 
abashed, chagrined, and nonplussed. 
After the trip I felt like a wreck and 
must have looked it, and here I was to 
be led through the streets as though I 
were the Governor of Kwangtung. I 
demurred very strenuously and threat- 
ened to ride around to the West Gate, 
but they simply ordered me off the 
whecl. I was in their hands for the 








AFTER GRADUATION, WHAT? 


ERHAPS God is calling you 

to serve Him in fields afar. 
Ask the Holy Spirit for counsel. 
Then, listen! 


occasion, and there was finally nothing 
I could do but acquiesce as gracefully 
as possible. They had left their work 
and gone to much trouble to stage that 
welcome, and I simply had to go 
through with it. Now, with the initia- 
tion over, I find myself, both sent and 
received, validly the pastor of a new 
mission. 





Opening a New Mission— 

The beginning of a new mission, like 
all beginnings, is not easy. It is a tax 
on the Prefecture and a strain on the 
missioner’s optimism, but that is prog- 
ress and the work must progress. As 
for taxing the Prefecture, neither the 
new mission nor any other mission 
could tax it very far this year, with- 
out foreclosing on it. 

To open a new mission, a_ tumble- 
down house, the only kind available, 
must be rented, repaired and outfitted. 
Native helpers, both men and women, 
must be taken on, as the missioner, or 
simply the foreigner to most of these 
people, can do very little alone, partic- 
ularly when first starting out in a new 
district. On the other hand, with the 
required personnel, a fine harvest is 
certain to be gathered in. 

The missioner with his catechists is 
continually out visiting old, new and 
prospective Christians, but he cannot 
remain long in one place. 

The pagans who become interested 
are scattered over all parts of a large 
territory, and the people are largely il- 
literate ; they require a teacher who can 
remain with them a period of some 
months until they have covered the 
course of instruction. These catechists 
receive a small salary, sufficient to cov- 
er their daily personal expenses for the 
necessities of life. The mission must 
provide this. 

You may wonder why the prospective 
Christians do not support the catechist. 
The first reason they do not is that pa- 
gans are not giving up all in a great 
rush to embrace the Truth. We must 
go to them and nurture them along like 
invalids in the beginning. The second 
reason is that those coming into the 
Church are the rank and file of farm 
folk, who are desperately poor. 





Well Worth While— 
During the last two years, there were 
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one hundred and forty some conver- 
sions here, while Hoping was merely 
the out-station of another mission. But 
the spreading of the Faith in China is 
not a work to be carried out single- 
handed. Our Lord seems to have ap- 
portioned the work equally among the 
Chinese Christians, the missioner who 
comes to China, and any and all of the 
Christians in other lands who will have 
a share in it. Apart from the authority 
of Our Lord and His Church, as an 
eye-witness I can assure you that the 
work is well worth while, even in im- 
mediate results. It is a practical and 
wonderful charity. 

The Chinese are the same as we are 
in every way, save that they have not 
our Christian heritage and tradition, 
that they do not know God. When we 
consider what it would mean to us not 
to have known God and to have been 
deprived of Him and His eternal truths 
and guidance, then do we understand 
the greatness of the charity and the su- 
preme value of the work which Our 
Lord enjoined on us all in His last per- 
sonal instruction, that we “go and 
teach all nations’. 


A Night In A Wuchow 
Mission Village 


By Fr. Leo Jones, of Dowagiac, 
Mich., a Maryknoll South China 
missioner 
A SHORT time ago I had a rather 

consoling experience in one of my 
poorest villages. Most of our Wuchow 
Mission villages are as poor as you 
could wish, but still there are some 
even poorer than others. If you have 
never lived in a mud-walled village of 
mud-plastered bungalows, you will need 
to tax your imagination no little to ap- 
preciate the picture. 

One house begins where another ends, 
but the youngsters know no boundaries. 
Can you imagine trying to raise and 
train children with ten or twenty or 
thirty cousins of various degrees, ready 
to begin where you leave off? As a 
rule, neither can the poorer Chinese, 
and so the pack runs wild. 

Father and mother are usually about 
with the crack of dawn, to return from 
their labors as dusk is falling. If it is 
a task to get the boys headed toward 
the bath bucket, it is easy to see how 





tempers may be short. Perhaps the 
wife tied the cow poorly, and the man 
must wander off in search of it. Or 
the man may have spent most of the 
afternoon on his hoe-handle, gossiping 
with his neighbor, or even gambled 
away a few coppers at dominoes. Aunt 
Mag’s hen and chicks may have 
scratched up the lettuce patch again, or 
uncle Jake’s pig has rooted out the pea- 
nuts. There’s a rat drowned in the 
water jar and Annie wrathfully dumps 














THE PASTOR OF THE MARY: 
KNOLL WATLAM MISSION IN THE 
SOCIETY’S WUCHOW FIELD, 
KWANGSI PROVINCE, SOUTH 
CHINA, IS FR. LEO JONES, ONCE 
OF DOWAGIAC, MICH. FR. JONES 
WRITES UNDER HIS PICTURE: 
“MY FRIEND THE PHOTOGRA- 
PHER IS ACQUAINTED WITH ALL 
THE WORST OF THE KWANGSI 
BANDITS” 


it out, heedless of the fact that the wa- 
ter from it runs over the few sticks of 
firewood for the morning’s gruel. Sup- 
per is delayed because the boys: dis- 
lodge the mud-brick stove in their 
search for the rat family. 

At any rate, evening usually finds 
wailing and gnashing of teeth in the 
ordinary pagan village, with a kick or 
a cuff or a curse thrown in aplenty. 
Really there is no describing the misery 
and wretchedness that hangs over pa- 
ganism. 





Recently I was spending the night in 
just such a village, save that its inhabi- 
tants had been baptized a few months, 


CALLS FOR $1 A DAY. 


After confessions, I strolled out for a 
breath of air and to finger the beads. 
A sickle of moon hung in the corner 
of the sky and big stars had come down 
close to the earth. Returning I dropped 
down on a stool in the shadow of a 
shed. As the men finished their pen- 
ance, they squatted just outside the 
chapel door for another pipe or two 
before Father returned. The women 
gathered with their babies on the kneel- 
ers in the back of the chapel. Even 
the clan of cousins, awed by the com- 
ing of the Holy Ghost, left an occa- 
sional pigtail go by without a yank. 
The buzz of conversation sprang up: 
crops and the weather, children and 
chickens, lent wings to an hour or two, 
before the procession to bed. 

There is no doubt that the occasion 
was an exceptional one. The priest is 
a distinguished visitor, and, of course, 
an unusual restraint was called for. 
But even if this were only one night 
in a month, I consoled myself that at 
least for that one night the Faith had 
made real brothers of brothers, and 
sisters of sisters-in-law ; no matter how 
quickly old habits and pagan influences 
would overshadow their good resolu- 
tions, on this night they all seemed to 
be jealously guarding the “state of 
grace” as they bundled the youngsters 
into bed. 





“BETTER AND BETTER” 

HANK you for the great pleasure 

and interest your splendid maga- 
zine and glorious work for God afford 
us.—Oceanside, Calif. 





Each issue is “better and better”. We 
couldn’t do without it—Detroit, Mich. 





We obtain some very inspiring 
thoughts from reading your Frerp 
Arar.—Dayton, Ohio. 





Tue Fietp Arar was received some 
time ago and is very interesting. You 
surely are doing great work. I will 
try to help you again a little later.— 
Detroit, Mich. 





T pray constantly for the success of 
the missions, and take the greatest 
pleasure in your magazine.—Stoning- 
ton, Conn, 








THE FIELD AFAR 


140 


May, 1935 





Christ in the Beggar 


By Fr. Leo Steinbach, of Chariton, Iowa, Maryknoll missioner in Korea 
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A KOREAN BRIDE IS CARRIED TO HER NEW HOME. THE LIFE OF THE 

AVERAGE KOREAN HOUSEWIFE IS ONE OF CEASELESS, EXACTING TOIL, 

AND THIS IS VERY PROBABLY THE CHILD WIFE’S ONE AND ONLY 
JOURNEY IN STATE 


E are endeavor- 
ing to collect and 
to care for the 
blind, the crip- 
pled, the old and 
the feeble-mind- 
ed, who wander 
through the 
streets homeless. 
Our prime mo- 
tive is to minis- 
ter to Christ, 
Whom we see in the person of 
each beggar. Catholics, as well as 


























non-Catholics, praise the work and 
help out by giving food, clothing, 
money and moral support. 

We are thinking of having an 
entertainment soon and using the 
proceeds for the poor. Japanese 
are charitable by nature, hence 
they give freely. 

As regards the poor in Korea, 
they are all Koreans. I have tried 
in vain to find a Japanese who 
would accept my charity. In Ja- 
pan, however, if one is prudent, 
it is possible to do some work of 


MOST HAPPINESS RESULTS 


charity, if one takes the round- 
about method. 





You may be surprised to learn 
that I was refused permission to 
follow Fr. Hunt’s good example 
of helping out the blind, the crip- 
pled and old people who are home- 
less. In fact, I was told I would 
be fined if I didn’t stop at once. 

Fortunately, as I took in a blind 
man one day, I was observed by a 
Japanese lady. I told her that I 
was going against the orders of 
the police in order to serve Christ, 
Whom I saw in the beggar. She 
was affected and went home and 
told her husband, who, I think, is 
a Buddhist. 

The husband was so indignant 
at the police that he came to me at 
once, gave me a yen for the spread 
of the Faith, and told me to con- 
tinue the work. He offered to pay 
the fine and go to jail if I was im- 
peded in the service of the poor. 

Then he went to the Chief of 
Police and, when the Chief heard 
of the affair, he was rather sur- 
prised. He praised the work and 
wants to help it along—hence 
everything is rosy now. 





ii is a glorious privilege, that 

of working for God—and 
perhaps it is yours for the ask- 
ing. Pray! 





BOOKLETS RECEIVED 
Catholic Mexico— 
By Edward Lodge Curran. Pub- 


lished by the International Catholic 
Truth Society, 407 Bergen Street, 
Brooklyn, N. Y. Price ten cents. 


Our Precious Bodies— 
By Richard A. Welfle, S.J. Pub- 


lished by The Queen’s Work, 3742 West 
Pine Boulevard, St. Louis, Mo. Price 
ten cents. 


The Successful Failure— 
By Daniel A. Lord, S.J. Published 


by The Quecn’s Work, 3742 West Pine 
Boulevard, St. Louis, Mo. Price ten 
cents, 


The Best Gift— 
Mass Prayers for God’s Children. 


By Rev. L. A. Gales. Published by the 
Catechetical Guild, 551 University Ave., 
Saint Paul, Minn. Price seven cents. 
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How the ‘“‘Gimmies”’ 


Came to Antung 


By Fr. John F. Walsh, of Cumber- 
land, Md., a Maryknoll Manchukuo 
missioner 





LOUD-BURSTS 
are no respecters 
of persons. The 
rain had been 
falling steadily 
all night, but 
after Mass the 
skies seemed to 
open up, and the 
water came down 
in sheets. “Not 











so good!” as we 








found when we 
began to check up the results on 
our compound. 

There was our little school 
building, first of all. With about 
one hundred lads in attendance 
we thought we had a fine school 
(though of one classroom only), 
until the cloud-burst rid us of any 
such notion by removing the roof. 
We had to suspend classes. 

Now there is a new roof, but 
we are “in the red” for it! 


The mission at Antung was 
founded about thirty years ago by 
the priests of the Paris Foreign 
Mission Society. Our parish reg- 
ister shows well over two hundred 
3aptisms, and the practising Chris- 
tians still living here number 
about one hundred and fifty, be- 
sides twenty-five catechumens. 

Not a great number at best, out 
of the ninety thousand Chinese in 
the town. Many of them know 
the Church, but they do not visit 
the compound, and the only way 
we have to reach them is by the 
activities of native catechists. It 
is for this reason that we, like 
other missioners, often put in a 
word for increased catechist sup- 
port. 

3esides the Chinese mission, 
there is another work very dear 
to us. Antung is a port town, on 
the Yalu River and about twenty 
miles from the sea. There are in 
its population large numbers of 
Japanese and Koreans. For these 


we have a small chapel, due to the 
generosity of a Japanese Christian 
family, who provide a place for it 
in their own home. At present 
this little parish is made up of 
some twenty Japanese and sixty 
or seventy Koreans. It is grow- 
ing and it is only a question of 
time, and a very short time, be- 
fore the private-home chapel will 
be unable to hold the congregation. 


Monsignor Lane recently came 
here to give Confirmation to fifty- 
four of our Christians. During the 
course of his visit he stated that 
he would have Maryknoll Sisters 
on our compound within the year. 





We are hoping for the day 
as it will enable us to start a 
dispensary and to give needed 
care to our young girls. The value 
of the work of the Sisters cannot 
be overestimated. But we must 
prepare a place for them. Per- 
haps some friend of the pastor or 
of the Sisters would like to be a 
“founder” of this convent, and help 
to bring the Sisters to Antung, 
all set up and ready to work. 

And so a cloud-burst that left 
a roofless schoolroom in its wake, 
a congregation that insists on out- 
growing its chapel, and a convent 
that must be built, have given us 
the “gimmies”. 











—————) 





faa CAMERA CATCHES UNAWARES FR. JOHN F. WALSH, OF CUMBER- 
D, MD., AS HE IS CHATTING WITH SEMINARIANS OF OUR FUSHUN 
MISSION, MANCHUKUO. THIS SNAPSHOT BRINGS OUT A STRONG LIKE- 
NESS TO’ HIS EPISCOPAL BROTHER, MARYKNOLL’S BISHOP JAMES E. 
WALSH, VICAR APOSTOLIC OF KONGMOON, SOUTH CHINA 


FROM GIVING, NOT RECEIVING. 
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TO THOSE WHO LOVE GOD ALL THINGS 
WORK TOGETHER FOR GOOD 
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1 HAVE always envied Cath- 

olics their faith in that sweet 
sacred Virgin Mother, who stands 
between them and the Deity, inter- 
cepting somewhat of His awful 
splendor, but permitting His love 
to stream upon the worshipper 
more intelligibly to human com- 
prehension through the medium 
of a woman’s tenderncss.”—Haw- 
thorne, in “Blithedale Romance”. 





Mary the Temple, 
Christ the Temple’s Lord; 





STERLING old mission 
bishop who has passed half a 
century in Africa recounted to us 
recently how as a young priest he 
walked through an African slave 
mart. Crumped in the mud by 
the wayside was a big-boned but 
boyish negro who had been 
dragged from his tribal home, 
hundreds of miles away in the in- 
terior, and had now fallen sick 
and exhausted. 
As the missioner leaned over 
him, half unconsciously the boy’s 
lips moved and he cried in his na- 


tive dialect, “Mother! Mother!’ 
The fine old man remarked that 
few incidents in his early career 
brought home to him more strong- 
ly the oneness of all men, as borne 
out in the likeness of their aspira- 
tions, than the call of this slave 
for his mother. 

And missioners in every land 
tell us that the picture of Mary as 
our Mother has its appeal among 
every people. The lowliest ab- 
origines of Africa and of the 
mountain fastnesses of Asia are 
as alive to the meaning of Mary’s 
motherhood of all men as are the 
most sophisticated Westerners. 
The whole world is one in its love 
of mother. May the world see the 
day when all men will be one with- 
in the embrace of the Mother of 
God. 





Mary the Shrine, 
Christ the God adored; 





HEN you go to Rome—and 
scores of our readers go there 
from time to time—you will find 
it well worth your while to visit 
the Lateran Museum which is 
close to the great Basilica of St. 
John Lateran. 
In the Museum you will find a 
most interesting Mission Exhibit, 


which was installed at the close 
of the Jubilee Year and is gradu- 
ally receiving new and precious 
souvenirs of mission life. 





Mary the Beacon, 
Christ the Haven’s Rest; 





KNIGHT of the road stopped 

one of us recently and asked 
for a lift in buying a railroad 
ticket. “Where are you going, 
friend?” the Maryknoller asked. 
“Going West, Father,” said the 
old fellow gravely. 

Father Maryknoller pulled out 
a quarter with a chuckle which 
Sir Roadster did not understand. 
Naturally he did not know that 
most Maryknollers get West in 
just about the same fashion, ex- 
cept that they keep going West 
until they are in the East and then 
are no longer interested in going 
places. 

And already at Maryknoll there 
is hum and bustle as the 1935 mis- 
sion band prepares to take the 
road. Twelve are to be ordained, 
and of course all twelve are hop- 
ing to cross the Pacific. However, 
others who have been kept in 
leash from the past years are pray- 
ing for their opportunity. We shall 
let you know as soon as the word 
gets out. 








ce 


*less.”’ 








ELLY, velly good string,” 
says our Chinese friend, feel- 
ing approvingly of the strong 
cord by which his baskets are 
suspended from his bamboo 
carrying pole, ‘‘Velly, velly 
nice.” 

We admit that strings have 


their uses, but not where gifts 
to the missions are concerned. 


For, who but the ones at the helm of an organization like 
ours can know which want is most urgent? 


Dear friend of Maryknoll, make your offering “String- 
it can then be applied where the need is greatest in 
this work for God and souls. 





THIS IS CHRIST'S WORLD, AND 
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Meanwhile, expect to see a 
mileage ticket appear in your mail 
box. Going West with the Mary- 
knoller represents something a lit- 
tle more organized than in the case 
of the man on the corner who 
asks for a quarter, worthy though 
he may be to receive a lift. At 
the Maryknoll journey’s end the 
pot of gold is souls to be saved, 
and having a part in getting them 
through the pearly gates can bring 
us all something worth while in 
riches for ourselves. 


Mary the Mirror, 
Christ the Vision Blest; 





HE Holy See has sponsored 

the preparation in Rome of a 
large, thousand page handbook of 
the missions which has made its 
bow in an Italian edition. One sec- 
tion of the book devotes itself to 
the mission societies, and it is in- 
teresting to peep at ourselves in 
the ranks among the institutes of 
every portion of the Church which 
supply the personnel for the Cath- 
olic mission enterprises through- 
out the world. 

We note that there are 76 in- 
stitutes of priests which are en- 
gaged in mission work in the fields 
under the Sacred Congregation of 
Propaganda. Three of these 76 
supply a thousand or more mis- 
sioners, while 17 furnish between 
200 and 1,000. Eleven institutes 
provide between 100 and 200, and 
among these is Maryknoll. 


Looking at the dates of founda- 
tion of these 76 institutes, we find 
that eleven first saw the light of 
day in the twentieth century. Of 
these eleven, two have more per- 
sonnel in the field than Maryknoll. 
These are the Marianhill Mission- 
ers in South Africa, founded in 
1909 and possessing 259 members 
on the African continent, and the 
Missioners of Consolata, whose 
motherhouse was founded at Tu- 
rin, Italy, in 1901, and who had 
159 missioners in Africa in 1933. 

Thus we see that Maryknoll 
holds a creditable place among the 


HE 





O CLEMENT, O LOVING, O SWEET VIRGIN MARY! 
This deeply spiritual conception of the Virgin belongs to Pieter Claeyssens, 


the Elder (1500-1576). 


The sixteenth century Master was a member of 


a Bruges family, prolific in painters 


youngster mission institutes of 
Holy Mother Church. 





Mary the Mother, 
Christ the Mother’s Son; 





URNING to the institutes of 

Sisters, we find that the total 
of those providing personnel for 
the mission field is in the neigh- 
borhood of 500. Of these, 94 sup- 
ply 50 or more missioners, and in 
the handbook from Rome these 
94 are listed. Running our eye 
down the column we find that here 
again only three institutes provide 


WANTS THE WHOLE OF IT. 


a thousand or more missioners, 
while 35 others furnish between 
200 and 1,000. 

Nineteen institutes of Sisters, 
then, supply between 100 and 200 
Sisters for the fields of the Propa- 
ganda, and among these we find 
our Maryknoll Sisters. They are, 
in fact, forty-third from the top 
among the half a thousand insti- 
tutes of Sisters in the mission 
world. This is excellent, don’t you 
think? 





Both ever blest while 
Endless ages run. 








Over Gardens and Hearts of Soy 


. James Edward Walsh, of Cumberland, Mi; 





By the Most Rez 








THE EIGHTH STATION, A PAINTING BY MR. LUKE CH’EN, PROFESSOR OF FINE ARTS AT THE CATHOLIC 


UNIVERSITY OF PEKING 


“The missioner making the Way of the Cross often lets his eye fall from a Station to encounter the open-mouthed 
stare of a group of May visitors, who have wandered in to see and be~ seen” 


HE first of May in South 
China is a date around 
which many blessings 
cluster. Some of them 
are decidedly mixed, 
however, and thus the 
joy of greeting the month of Mary is 
tempered considerably by other dispen- 
sations of a less engaging character. 
The first of May ushers in the heat, 
begins the rainy season, accentuates the 
humid season, multiplies the insects, 
and marks the festival of Communism, 
to mention only a few of its preroga- 
tives. 





There are indeed serious arguments 
in favor of the heat, as it puts the 
missioner in the cool white clothing 
needed to tolerate it, furnishes him with 
a conscientious excuse to be lazy, and 
provides his jaded mind with some- 
thing to talk about; yet, when all is 
said, he would not be slow to exchange 
these dubious benefits for a lower tem- 
perature. To approve an all-day rain 
is likewise possible, but, in the case of 
the missioner who picks the same occa- 
sion for a twenty-mile sick call, it is 
not probable. As for mosquitoes and 
their ilk, the world has not yet pro- 


duced a philosopher to sing their 
praises. 





Anent Spring House Cleaning— 
And then, of course, there is also 
spring house cleaning. Regarded as a 
formidable bugbear by all people in 
some place, and by some people in all 
places, it must be confessed that by 
missioners in this particular place this 
dreaded trial is reduced to child’s play, 
consisting as it does in the simple pro- 
cess of charging from wintcr mattress 
to summer mat. A twist of the wrist, 
and spring house cleaning is over. Off 


Apostoli 





























goes the hot mattress, to be replaced by 
the cool rattan mat, or, better still, the 
actually cold bamboo mat. 

It is only justice to the Sisters, how- 
ever, to observe that spring house clean- 
ing with them, even in South China, is 
a far less simple operation than the 
above, and it is one that involves, 
among other complicated labors, the 
suspension of various household arti- 
cles upon clotheslines in the open air. 
One day one of our light-fingered 
neighbors discovered this, and one night 
some of the articles disappeared. Puzzled 
by this mystery, the Sisters obtained a 
ready explanation from Anna, the cook, 
and one that proved incidentally that 
romance in China is not dead, but mere- 
ly sound asleep. 

Anna deposed rather proudly that 
her husband was the first to know 
about the theft, which was rather in- 
teresting, since her husband is Joseph, 
the watchman. They were married 
only a few months ago, and it became 
the gallant custom of Joseph to escort 
his wife home from the convent every 
evening after work, as it is then getting 
dark, and the solicitous Joseph, in 


THE CHINESE STYLE OF 


spite of the fact that he has only two 
well-policed blocks to traverse, is ac- 
customed to associate darkness with 
bandits, like many rustic Chinese. To 
his timid soul on the lookout for lurk- 
ing bandits came the reward of actual- 
ly seeing one, hiding behind the convent 
hedge on the night in question. Con- 
fronted with this emergency, Joseph 
kept his head and sounded no tocsin, 
but turned promptly around and walked 
home again, sans wife. Asked if she 
was not afraid in these perilous cir- 
cumstances, Anna was amazed. “Of 
course not,” she said. “I went home 
by myself. Joseph said he knew I 
would not be scared, because I did not 
know the man was there.” 





It is May!— 

And still, with all its ups and downs, 
even including the labors and dangers 
of house cleaning, it is May. The rain 
falls, it is true, but actually it is only 
a liquid sunshine that makes the trees 
grow greener under your very gaze, 
without even dimming in any way ever 
so slight its own sparkling background 
of blue and white heaven. Dawns are 


yy i | ii 


‘4 


China Mary Spreads Her Mantle 


[Apostolic of the Maryknoll Kongmoon Mission in South China 


a sea shell opalescence. The nights 
show myriads of stars in the clearest 
of skies. To Mary’s altar gardenias 
bring their fragrance and oleanders 
color, blooming close to the chapel door 
for the convenience of the sacristan. 
Bees bumble about, and in the shady 
coverts the cicadas begin their ceaseless 
chirp. 

Flocks of fat bulbuls with black top- 
knots and long tails are singing the 
piercing songs that earned for them the 
name of Persian nightingale. They are 
so excessively pleased with themselves 
that they preempt the very topmost 
branches of the trees, clinging there in 
the swaying wind and showering their 
liquid trills around, in order that all 
may note and admire their plump pro- 
files and handsome voices. 

Meanwhile outside our fence seven- 
summered Teresa leads out her flock 
of goats and frisking kids, and the 
diminutive Ah Tim falls asleep on the 
backs of browsing buffaloes; much in- 
deed to our envy, who see in them Ar- 
cadian shepherds, free to rove the tan- 
gled brake and idle by babbling brooks, 
while we, in our sober role of grown- 
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ups, are reduced to the vicarious pleas- 
ure of writing about it. 





Spring Visitors— 

And, just as May brings life to our 
garden, so our garden in turn brings 
visitors to our front gate, and from 
there on the hibiscus hedge escorts them 
to our chapel door. The missioner 
making the Way of the Cross often lets 
his eye fall from a Station to encounter 
the open-mouthed stare of a group of 
these callers, who have wandered in to 
see and be seen. Unless he is a man of 
the most unshaken composure, he has 
his choice of telling them to go about 
their business, or else interrupting his 


that can always be counted on to elicit 
interest, and for the same reason. They 
are the statue of the Blessed Virgin 
and the confessional, and the reason 
seems to lie in the magic words: With- 
out sin. The ablest catechist in this 
Vicariate is a man who has converted 
hundreds of his countrymen, and he 
once surprised us by declaring that, of 
all our divine doctrines, the one which 
has the greatest attraction for the Chi- 
nese mind is that of confession. 
“Everybody labors under a sense of 
sin,” he explained, “and the great aim 
is to find some way to wipe the slate 
clean. Forgiveness of sin is thus a 
touchstone for the Chinese heart.” 








“Spring house cleaning with the Sisters, even in South China, involves, 
among other complicated labors, the suspension of various household arti- 
cles upon clotheslines in the open air” 


prayer to conduct a tour of the chapel. 

Finding it rather incompatible to 
show impatience while meditating on 
the Passion, and recalling also the in- 
contestable fact that he came twelve 
thousand miles to seek just such occa- 
sions of explaining his Divine Religion, 
the missioner placed in this dilemma 
usually postpones a good work for a 
better one, and forthwith quits Bethany 
for the Areopagus. 

The Chinese style of our chapel 
and its decorations never fails to im- 
press favorably, for it is just pagan 
enough to attract pagans instead of re- 
pelling them, and that is probably why 
the Holy See saw fit to advise it. 





Without Sin— 
There are two things in our chapel 


Perhaps in this, however, he was ac- 
tually expressing universal, and not 
merely Oriental, psychology. To be 
without sin, after all, and thus pleas- 
ing to God, must be the normal aspira- 
tion of the human heart that was made 
only for God; and indeed this feeling 
even lurks in the minds of those who 
will not admit it, for they likewise at- 
tempt to get rid of sin, by the expedi- 
ent of maintaining it does not exist. 

As for the Virgin Mother who was 
conceived without sin, and was ever 
preserved from its slightest breath, in 
order to bring into the world Him who 
would take away all sin, she seldom 
fails to speak to our pagan friends, 
who see in this Snowy Dove, clad in 
her stainless robe of light, an uncon- 
scious ideal long buried under lifetime 


accretions of guilt in their own uneasy 
souls; and they stand before her image 
in respectful amaze, trying to compre- 
hend, with who knows what stirrings 
of heart, that sudden revelation of the 
unspeakable height that their own poor 
nature attained. 

A wealthy shopkeeper and his wife 
were standing before the statue of the 
Blessed Virgin, and drinking in the 
story of Bethlehem. “She was con- 
ceived without sin,” they repeated from 
one side of the inscription. “She bore 
her only Son like the white jade,” they 
read on the other scroll, referring to 
the Virgin Birth. Long they listened 
and pondered and poked about, as if 
loth to quit the spot. Finally they 
turned away. “If God came into the 
world,” said the man to his wife, “this 
is the way He would come.” 





Mary Spreads Her Mantle— 

In my own slight experience as a 
guide, I have found that the story of 
the Crib, by which a sinless Mother 
brought us Him who knew no sin, in- 
variably commands a respectful hear- 
ing, while, strangely perhaps, the les- 
son of the Cross that -took away our 
sins, apparently fails, at first blush at 
least, to make the expected impression. 
Although to us such indifference comes 
as a surprise, not to say a shock, yet a 
natural reason may be found in the 
great aversion from suffering that is 
peculiar to paganism; it being the en- 
tire philosophy of that cast of thought 
to plan and scheme, by every possible 
hook and crook, to avoid and ignore 
and abolish pain. 

At any rate, the Crib was the first 
step in God’s wisdom, and it also ap- 
pears to be the first step to the pagan 
mind, for the Orient is ruled by the 
heart, and the thought of God coming 
so close as to dwell amongst us, and to 
be the firstborn among many brethren, 
is quite in keeping with its own notions 
that lay such stress on friendship and 
brotherhood and love. 

And so it is that May’s little draw- 
backs are forgiven, for it brings us 
Mary; and she has many mysterious 
ways of spreading her mantle, not only 
over our garden, but also over the 
children of men, so as to lead them to 
her Son, who will make them the chil- 
dren of God. 
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Glimpses Along the Maryknoll Mission Trail 


From Old Man’s Paradise 


ATHER Thomas Malone, of 

New York City, who last au- 
tumn crossed the Pacific to the 
Orient, will be regretfully remem- 
bered by many a student at our 
Pennsylvania Preparatory Col- 
lege or yearly “repeater” at the 
Vénard Summer Camp. It was 
he who penned the following in- 
teresting glimpses of happenings 
at Siaolok in the Maryknoll Kay- 
ing mission field of South China, 
his new home: 

The new pulpit and confessionals 
made by the local carpenter and donated 
by members of the congregation have 
been installed. The confessionals were 
put into use almost immediately, but 
the pulpit still has some creaks that 
must be eliminated. The preacher has 
enough opposition from the babies in 
the congregation without experiencing 
additional distraction at his very feet. 

Recently, as Father Downs was wait- 
ing for the Kaying bus, he noticed two 
soldiers eyeing him suspiciously and 
talking in a low voice. Finally, one of 
them walked over rather stiffly and 
demanded where the padre came from. 

“From Old Man’s Paradise”, Father 
meekly replied. “No!” the soldier 
snapped back. “What country are you 
from?” “Oh, from the Beautiful Coun- 
try,” responded Father uneasily. 

The soldier apparently was satisfied 
with this information and Father was 
much relieved. But he overheard the 
soldier say to his companion, “There 
you are; I told you he wasn’t a Red- 
haired Man (Englishman). He is from 
the Beautiful Country.” 

About a fortnight ago we gave refuge 
in a little hut on our property to a leper 
girl. Her history is the usual sad one. 
When her husband discovered she had 
the dread disease, he drove her out and 
left her to her fate. We supplied her 
with a blanket and nourishment, and 
her gratitude was touching. She has 
learned the “Our Father” and some of 
the essentials of doctrine. 

This morning we discovered that our 
young leper refugee had been stoned dur- 
ing the night, and everything had been 
taken from her except the clothes on her 


OUR 


back. Father Longinus Chai, one of our 
Chinese priests, and some of the Chris- 
tian women went out to visit her and 
bring her some relief. 

The poor creature had an ugly bruise 
on her arm where one big stone had 
landed. She was badly frightened and 











TWO BROTHERS AND THEIR COU- 
SIN MEET AT HIKEN IN KOREA 


These three Maryknollers all hail 


from New York City. Fr. Austin 

Hannon (left) is stationed in Ma- 

nila, his brother, Fr. Stephen Han- 

non, is pastor of Hiken, and Fr. 

Thomas Nolan, the cousin, was as- 

signed last year to Maryknoll-in- 
Korea 


begged to be baptized, lest she be killed 
or die of exposure before receiving the 
Sacrament. Father Chai accordingly 
baptized her and gave her the name of 
Lucia.. But, what to do for her now? 

It would be almost impossible to get 








PONSOR a Maryknoll apostle 

in fields afar. Pray for him, 
pay for him, and you will share 
his fruits. 


her down to Father Sweeney’s and Fa- 
ther Francis Connors’ leprosarium, be- 
cause the effects of the disease are al- 
ready visible on her face and hands. 
No boat or bus would take her as a 
passenger. To attempt to walk would 
be out of the question in her condition. 

Finally it was decided to have her 
come into the village tonight, under 
cover of darkness, and take shelter in 
a little room next to the stable. Here 
she will be safe at least, for the time 
being, until a better means of caring 
for her can be found. 





Five Years Planless 

N his far-famed The Hiken 

Once--N-A-While (published 
now and then), Han Sin Poo, 
once known in the Bronx, New 
York City, as Father Stephen 
Hannon, gives the following sum- 
mary of progress in his Hiken sec- 
tor of Maryknoll-in-Korea. He 
says: 

Recently the Fathers were asked by 
the Monsignor to write a little sketch 
of the development of their respective 
missions. So I indulged in that Rus- 
sian indoor sport of “reviewing the five 
year plan”. 

I had no special plan, but looking 
back over the past five years’ work 
proved interesting. I have been in Ko- 
rea seven years, but, like most mission- 
ers, was pretty much tongue-tied for 
the first two, and could do little effec- 
tive work. 

At first it was difficult to make open- 
ings for the catechists. But the care 
of a few sick people, by means of sim- 
ple medicinal remedies we had on hand, 
soon brought people flocking in from 
outlying villages. We were fortunate 
with the dispensary work. The medi- 
cal aid, together with kindly interest in 
their welfare, made the people friendly, 
grateful, and so amenable to the teach- 
ings of the catechist. 

In several districts families and groups 
of families began to study the doctrine 
and it became necessary to build little 
chapels, where the catechumens could 
meet for prayer and instruction. (These 
chapels were invaluable aids in spread- 
ing the Gospel, we cannot be too grate- 


FRIENDS ARE OUR ONLY AGENTS. 
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SISTER MARY GEMMA SHEA, OF ROSLINDALE, MASS., AND SOME OF 
THE MEMBERS OF THE ANCILLA CLUB AT THE MARYKNOLL JAPANESE 
MISSION IN DAIREN, MANCHUKUO 


ful to those who made them possible.) 

Success added to success, for new 
Christians introduced the catechists to 
relatives and friends. Some themselves 
became apostles, visiting the sick and 
instructing the poor. 

Within the past five years we have 
opened up ten new mission stations and 
little chapels have been built back in 
the mountains and along the seacoast, 
where formerly the Church was un- 


known. Over a thousand have been 
baptized and during the past two years 
the Prefect Apostolic has confirmed 
over six hundred. 

Disappointments and mistakes there 
have been, but on the whole the prog- 
ress has been gratifying. We are very 
conscious of the great debt of gratitude 
we owe to those who, by constant 
prayer and sacrifice, have made possible 
what has been accomplished. God Who 




















THIS CHAPEL IN A MISSION STATION OF THE MARYKNOLL KOREAN 

FIELD WAS MADE POSSIBLE BY A LADY WHO KNEW ONE OF OUR 

KOREAN MISSIONERS, FR. GEORGE CARROLL, WHEN HE WAS AN 
ALTAR BOY IN ASCENSION CHURCH, NEW YORK CITY 


NATIVE CATECHISTS LEAD MANY SOULS 


rewards even the cup of water given in 
His Name will surely bless a hundred- 
fold those who have done so much to 
make Him known and loved. 


“The Missioner’s Cross” 

OME of our Maryknoll mis- 

sioners in South China have 
been moving-picture amateurs for 
a number of years, and we have 
watched them with an air of tol- 
eration as they toddled through 
the early stages of this difficult 
game. 

Monsignor Meyer had made 
some years ago a silent film with 
scenes of mission life in his South 
China Wuchow field, but in its 
original form it was not due to 
stir America. One of Monsig- 
nor’s sons, adorned by the Lord 
with the Hollywood gift, took 
over this relatively mediocre work, 
scoured China and America for 
“shots” which he could build into 
the mosaic he had conceived in his 
showman head, and, by that 
strange magic which is the cine- 
ast’s, produced a four-reel “talkie” 
which is indeed very creditable. 

This is Father Tennien’s, “The 
Missioner’s Cross’. 

Close as we are to the Mary 
knoll life depicted in the film, 
many of us find it hard even now 
to enthuse over it. But we are 
not to be considered as judges. 
More satisfactory, undoubtedly, 
are our “outsider” friends, whose 
reaction is extremely interesting. 

As an instance, Father Tennien 
went to Dunwoodie, New York’s 
Seminary, and Doctor Scanlan 
wrote next day as follows: 

“The seminarians were unanimous in 
their opinion that it was one of the 
most helpful productions spiritually 
that they had ever seen at Dunwoodie. 
The pictures were superb, the narra- 
tion was very clear and interesting. The 
music was appropriate, and the whole 
effect was that of a finished produc- 
tion. 

“T congratulate you and your con- 
fréres on your enterprise and your zeal 
in this new method of propaganda for 
the missions, which to my mind will 
be not only a real help to the work, but 
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a spiritual retreat to those who have 
the opportunity of seeing it.” 

All viewers agree that the high 
point in the picture is reached 
when, after showing the orphans 
of Loting, the story of Father 
McShane is told and a lonely mis- 
sion grave marked by the shadow 
of the Cross speaks of the mis- 
sioner’s end. The sublimely sim- 
ple last letter of Father McShane, 
written as he lay dying, a victim 


everything I have. God love him and 
dear Father Superior, my mother and 
brother and sisters. Tell them I’m pray- 
ing for them. I hold no grudge against 
anybody. I am thinking of the Sisters 
and Brothers also. Dr. Dickson has 
been especially kind to me. 

Can’t retain the least food and the 
heat is intense. God’s blessed will be 
done. No mail seems to be coming this 
way. Pray for me. 


D. L. McSHANE. 


“The picture should do much for the 
mission cause. It is a presage of great- 
er things which, I am sure, sound pic- 
tures will accomplish in bringing the 
mission idea to the attention of our 
people.” 

These last words of Monsignor 
seem to echo the thought of all 
who are forward-looking. The day 
of the “talkie” is here and what 
we could teach by the town crier 
two centuries ago, we must now 




















FR. MARK TENNIEN, M.M., OF PITTSFORD, VT., PAUSES AT A BEND IN A PATH OVERLOOKING A RIVER OF 
THE MARYKNOLL WUCHOW FIELD IN SOUTH CHINA TO BREATHE A PRAYER FOR THE SAMPAN DWELLERS 


WHO HAVE ANCHORED NEAR THE SHORE. 


THESE BOAT PEOPLE, MILLIONS IN NUMBER, SPEAK A LAN- 


GUAGE OF THEIR OWN SO THAT THEIR EVANGELIZATION IS EXTREMELY DIFFICULT 


for his mission babes, appears 
for all to read—perhaps you re- 
call it: 

May 31, 1927 
DEAR FATHER DOWNS: 

I’m over a week on my back with 
smallpox. Thank God, I did not go 
down to spread it to the others. 

Please tell Bishop Walsh I’m trying 
so hard to offer my sufferings for his 
many new responsibilities, I give him 


Monsignor Griffin, Diocesan 
Director of the Propagation of 
the Faith in Newark, evidently 
was caught by the beauty of this 
passage. He writes of it as fol- 
lows: 

“The final scene portraying Father 
McShane’s grave emphasized both ,the 
human and the divine character of the 
Catholic missionary and made a strong 
appeal of faith and apostolic zeal. 


commit to the reel and the disque, 
to be heralded to the millions 
through the cinema hall. 

Father Tennien has returned to 
China. We are hoping that, in- 
company with those of his com- 
panions, such as Father Dempsey, 
who are cinema-conscious, he will 
gather the material for even bet- 
ter productions which will help 
bring the missions to America. 


WILL YOU SUPPORT ONE FOR A MONTH? 
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Sam Loses A Bet 


By Fr. Raymond Hohlfeld, of Roseland, Nebr., Meryknoll missioner 
in Manchukuo 








O Sacred Heart of Jesus, Thy Kingdom come in the Far East! 


ILLY KAUF- 
MANN was lis- 
tening to the radio 
in the students’ 
recreation room at 
Maryknoll when 
he suddenly 
started to laugh. 

“What’s this: ail about?” asked 
Jim Gavin sitting next to him. 
“That song’s not funny.” 

“T was down in New York to- 
day,” Bill explained, “and I met 








my old friend, Sammy Levy. I 
knew Sam at Fordham. Our con- 
versation drifted to the depression 
and he said, ‘Well, you people 
don’t have to worry.’ I asked him 
‘Why not?’ and found he had 
a very strange idea. He thought 
that all money contributed to any 
Catholic parish was sent to Rome 
to be redistributed by the Pope. I 
had told him that the present Pope 
has a great love for the missions, 
so Sam thought mission support 








conferring a blessing. 





EMEMBER that, when you talk Field Afar, you are engaged 

in a transaction that helps above all the friends to whom 

you talk. Everybody who knows The Field Afar reads it from 
cover to cover, and will back the statement that it is worth 
much more than its subscription price. 
are asking a favor when you approach a prospect. 


So, don’t think you 
You are 








HE WHO LOVES CHRIST, 


was no problem at all.” 

“Ts that what the big laugh was 
all about?” asked Jim. 

“That’s it,” said Bill. 

“Well, I think you ought to 
write a book on, ‘Laughing Made 
Easy’. I don’t see anything funny 
in that story.” 





The next day Sam Levy was 
sitting across from Peter Flan- 
nery at a Rotarians’ luncheon. 

“T learned something new about 
finance yesterday,” said Sam. “I 
found that I was all wrong on 
how Catholic organizations are 
kept going.” 

“Well, do you know now?” 
asked Flannery. 

“T know this much, that a For- 
eign Mission Society up near Os- 
sining has what it calls the Spon- 
sorship Method of supporting 
missioners. It costs them a dol- 
lar a day per man to keep about a 
hundred and fifty priests alive and 
working over in Asia. They find 
people who are willing to sponsor 
those missioners by sending in so 
many dollars a month for the par- 
tial—or in some cases the total— 
support of a missioner.” 

“That’s interesting,” said Peter. 
“T used to be a Catholic. I’ve lost 
my interest in religion, but I am 
interested in how any organization 
is financed.” 

“Well,” said Sam, “it seems 
strange for me to be explaining 
something about a Catholic organi- 
zation to an ex-Catholic. But I 
bet you nobody in this room could 
hold a candle to me when it comes 
to explaining the Sponsorship 
Method.” 

“Because they wouldn’t have 
time to bother!” said Peter with 
a smile. 





A few days later Peter Flannery 
read an article which convinced 
him that it will make a big differ- 
ence in the United States what 
conditions will exist in China in 
future years. He thought it would 
be well if there were some influ- 
ence to stabilize conditions in the 
Far East. The only influence cap- 
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able of doing this, he decided, is 
the Catholic Religion. 

“Perhaps,” said Flannery to 
himself, “I am interested in this 
Sponsorship business that Sam 
was telling me about.” 

Mrs. Flannery was to be away 
over the next week-end to visit 
her mother. Her husband decided 
that he would while away that 
Sunday with a trip up to Ossining. 
He had long been thinking of a 
visit to Sing Sing Prison, and de- 
cided to see both the Maryknoll 
Seminary and the Prison that day. 

At Sing Sing he was disap- 
pointed to find that a new ruling 
forbade the escorting of visitors 
through the various departments. 





“My name is Thomas Lavin,” 
said the man who was having 
Flannery sign the guest book at 
Maryknoll, “and I was born in 
Treland, if that’s to my credit.” 
Further conversation about Ire- 
land revealed that one of Flan- 
nery’s best friends came from the 
same county in Ireland as Mr. 
Lavin. 

After Mr. Lavin had shown 
him the Martyrs’ Shrine, the relic 
of the True Cross, and other relics, 
Mr. Flannery said he would like 
to hear something about the Spon- 
sorship Method. He was told much 
about it, and was shown a card 
which Sponsors fill out. 

Flannery read, “This is not a 
pledge. It may be discontinued at 
will. Furthermore, it should in no 
way interfere with personal, par- 
ish, or prior obligations.” 

“T ought to make an ideal Spon- 
sor,’ he said, as he signed the 
card. “I have no parish obliga- 
tions. I used to be a Catholic, but 
I haven’t been to Church for 
years.” 

“Well, I could hardly say you 
were an ideal Sponsor for that 
reason,” replied Mr. Lavin. “Per- 
haps your share in the prayers 
and Masses offered by Maryknoll- 
ers will convert you. 





About a year later the death of 
a friend set Peter Flannery to 
thinking about eternity, and he 


WILL 








A CHINESE PROVERB 


“[F you haven’t a smiling 

face, don’t opena shop”, 
say the Chinese. Keep the 
smile on the face of the 
man who displays the 
wares vf Christianity, the 
Maryknoll missioner— 
$365 a year, a dollar aday, 
keeps him alive and smils 
ing. 




















again became a practicing Cath- 
olic. 

He wrote to the Maryknoll Fa- 
thers, “I now have parish obliga- 
tions and must reduce my Spon- 
sorship. I am, however, able to 
enclose two checks with this let- 
ter. Samuel Levy, the signer of 
the second check, bet me fifty dol- 
lars that I would not keep up my 
Maryknoll Sponsorship for one 
year. When he lost I told him he 
need not pay, but he insisted. I 
have stopped betting, and do not 
wish to keep this winning. I have 
endorsed the check in your favor.” 





SAMUEL LEVY HAD BEEN TOLD THAT THE PRESENT HOLY FATHER 
HAS A GREAT LOVE FOR THE MISSIONS, SO HE THOUGHT THAT MIS. 
SION SUPPORT WAS NO PROBLEM AT ALL 


MAKE HIM LOVED BY OTHERS. 
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E picture you read- 

ing these lines as 
you sit comfort- 
ably at home, in 
one of America’s 
millions of Cath- 
olic residences. 
Perhaps there are 
a few of your neighbors who do 
not think much of you and your 
“Romishness”, who have a smirk 
for you when they see you slip- 
ping out to Mass on Sunday 
morning. 

But none of them, we take it, 
have accused you of stealing ba- 
bies to cut their eyes or hearts out. 

You are better off, then, than 
the Maryknoll Sisters who live 
near “Brush the House Street” in 
Yeungkong. We quote an excerpt 
from their diary: 

“This morning, the people from 
‘Brush the House Street’—who brought 
the baby with the contagious disease— 
called. They have come each day since 
we received it. This morning when 
they arrived, Sister was arranging it 
in the coffin, for it had died during the 
night. We told the woman to look it 
over carefully, as we felt her purpose 
was to find out if we had mutilated it 
in any way, according to the belief here. 
And she did examine it very carefully, 
first the eyes, and then the chest to see 
if the heart had been removed. 

“It is hard to down an evil rumor. 
Some sixty-five years ago in Tientsin, 
one of the first convents in China was 
attacked by angry thousands, among 
whom were many good people who felt 
moved by what they believed to be 
righteous indignation; the ten Sisters 
were dragged to the street and put to 
death, and the convent burned. Ten 
broken columns of marble stand mutely 
today in memory of these victims to a 
fiendish falsehood, the same which ap- 
parently is still current among the sim- 
ple and ignorant of Yeungkong, almost 
2,000 miles south of Tientsin. 

“Preaching Christ on foreign strands 
is a tremendous undertaking, and the 
great difficulties do not always come 
from any extraordinary hardness of the 
hearts to be approached. There is much 








With MaryKnoll Sisters of South China 


that is fine and noble in the lowliest 
across the seas—the problem is rather 
to secure a hearing among them. Satan 
with his whispering campaigns cleverly 
blinds the eyes and stops the ears to the 
Gospel messenger by stories which 
would be laughable were they not tragic. 
The millions of educated in China and 
elsewhere never believe them, but the 
tens of millions of uneducated, like sons 











IN MARYKNOLL MISSIONS OF 
SOUTH CHINA THE “OLDER” OR- 
PHANS MOTHER THE YOUNGER. 
THIS IS ACCORDING TO THE CUS- 
TOMS OF CHINESE FAMILY LIFE, 
WHERE LITTLE ONES BARELY 
OUT OF THE CRADLE CARRY 
BABY BROTHER OR SISTER ON 
THEIR BACKS 


of the K.K.K. in the backwoods of 
Tennessee, gobble them up and the 
women give them to their children at 
their breasts. 

“Say a prayer that God will give to 
the people of ‘Brush the House Street’ 
the grace to see.” 


At the Kongmoon Convent— 
T KONGMOON, “See City” 
in South China for our Bishop 
James Edward Walsh, of Cum- 
berland, Md., Maryknoll Sisters 
are training a group of Chinese 





TAKE A LOOK AT OUR MISSION BOOKSHELF. 





novices and postulants, the nucle- 
us of a Native Congregation es- 
tablished by Bishop Walsh for 
missionary work in his Vicariate. 
From some Sister scribe at the 
Kongmoon Convent come the fol- 
lowing news flashes : 

“Sisters Patricia and Augusta returned 
from Canton, with many interesting 
things to tell us. The main object of 
the journey was to try and get a lower 
price on wax for candles, and in this 
they were successful. 


“Our Sisters while in Canton enjoyed 
the hospitality of the Canadian Sisters 
of the Immaculate Conception. As they 
arrived at the doorway of the Immacu- 
late Conception Convent, a Chinese girl 
appeared carrying an apparently dead 
baby. The Sister portress quickly said, 
‘Sister will put some medicine on its 
head’, and Sister Augusta (one of our 
new missioners) baptized her first Chi- 
nese baby, naming it Mary. 

“The Mother Superior took our Sis- 
ters through the school, orphanage and 
créche conducted at the Canton Immac- 
ulate Conception Convent. As_ they 
have the privilege of baptizing all dy- 
ing babies, the Superior led the visitors 
to nine tiny cribs where Sister Pa- 
tricia baptized four babes and Sister 
Augusta five—all ready for heaven. 

“These Sisters have on record 101,000 
infant Baptisms for their twenty-five 
years in Canton. 

“We had arranged our Christmas 
notes for the United States Mother- 
house in a paper holly wreath. At the 
customs they wanted to charge us about 
$5.00 for letter post, and we knew our 
notes were not worth that much. We 
decided to send them parcel post. 

“The Chinese clerk studied the slips 
and read aloud (it was addressed to 
Sister M. Theodore) ‘Sister Mister 
Theodore—no commercial value?’ That 
was too much for him, so he asked an- 
other gentleman to explain. Then he 
wondered what a paper wreath might be. 

“After some deep thinking the second 
gentleman said, in Chinese, ‘I know! 
When a person dies, these people send 
a wreath’,” 











Manuel 








HE door of his nipa hut 
swung gently open. The 
aperture disclosed a pair of 
very bright eyes that beamed 
from a diminutive brown 
form. He had a visitor. No, 
a lot of visitors, for the first 
dusky midget that sidled in 
was followed by a file of com- 
panions, and Father Xavier 
suddenly found himself host 
toadozen young Parava boys. 
He jumped up, smiling 
and pantomiming a 
welcome 
“Sica.r Cely 
knowinga 
word of the 
language,” he 
thought, ‘‘I 
shall have a 
hard time 
even to enter- 
tain these 
youngsters.” 
But this fear 
proved un- 
founded, for 
he had reck- 
oned without 
his guests. 
Their own 
curiosity kept 
them fully en- 
tertained. 
The Father 
thanked his 
stars that be- 
fore leaving 
Goa he had 
had the fore- 
sight to 
draw up 
a nid 

















































commit to memory a statement of the 
most important truths of religion, to- 
gether with the principal prayers, in the 
Parava language. He tried them on 
his boyish audience. Sallies of laughter 
greeted his pronunciations. He joined 
in the mirth. The boys were immedi- 
ately interested, and soon a little class 
was in progress, with both professor 
and pupils mutually teaching and learn- 
ing. 

It was an hour later when Xavier 
finally picked up his breviary, and 
shooed out a lot of visitors who were 
loth to depart. The little chap who 
first entered was the last to leave. He 
had something on his mind apparently. 
Father Xavier tried patiently to make 
out what it was, and after several 
wrong guesses he finally got a glimmer 
of light. ‘“You want to know if you 
can come back tomorrow? Why, cer- 
tainly. All of you.” He opened his 
arms wide to include them all, and 
smiled a reassuring welcome. 

It was not strange that Father 
Francis found it hard to understand in 
this particular case, for his little friend 
was not much given to_ intelligible 
speech in any language. His communi- 
cations consisted chiefly of gestures. 
Now he made no reply to the welcome 
invitation, but suddenly proceeded to 
turn cartwheels around the room. Xa- 
vier stared in amazement at this novel 
expression of gratitude. When the 
youngster had indicated his pleasure by 
a final handspring, he flashed a goodbye 
smile, and vanished after the rest. 

This proved to be the beginning of a 
novel catechist school. Other boys from 
nearby villages swelled the numbers. 
The first thing Xavier did was to resur- 
rect their Christian names from the 























































lead-Over-Heels 


By the Most Rev. James Edward Walsh, M.M.., of Cumberland, Md., Vicar Apostolic of 
the Maryknoll Kongmoon Mission, South China 






vague memories of parents and uncles 
and aunts, aided when necessary by the 
baptismal registers. The little acrobat 
turned out to be named Manuel. 

The boys had good memories and 
they quickly learned much more than 
their own names. His boys were al- 
ready looked upon as the scholars of 
the community. Actually they were the 
nearest thing to it in those villages 
where nobody had ever attended school 
for a single day of his life. “We are 
glad the boys are learning books”, one 
of the head men told Xavier. “We old 
men have no time, but our children will 
be scholars and the villages will pros- 
per.” 

The boys did not hide their newly ac- 
quired learning under a bushel, but took 
it home with them and began to preach 
it from the housetops. Father Francis 
had unwittingly enlisted a small army 
of catechists who were performing, at 
no salary and in the greatest glee, a 
very creditable job of mass instruction. 

When he called the boys his cate- 
chists, they were delighted, and for 
Manuel especially the high: sounding 
title was a new source of pride. “I am 
a catechist”, he went around shouting. 
When somebody asked him what that 
was, he puckered his brow and did 
some thinking. “I don’t know”, he fi- 
nally admitted. “But I know I’m one. 
Because Father Francis said I was.” 

Manuel, as a matter of fact, had 
every right to this title, for he proved 
to be one of the most zealous of these 
little instructors. Manual indeed had 
almost too much zeal. And that is 
how he got into trouble. 

Father Francis was saying his brevi- 
ary under the palms. Suddenly a very 
scared little Manuel appeared from no- 
where all out of breath. A _ villager 
also appeared evidently seeking some- 
body to devour. 

Xavier watched the man approach, 
and in a moment the man looked up and 
saw him. He was on the point of 
passing by. 

The priest smiled. “Come over here 
and tell me what is the trouble”, he 
sang out. 

Manuel clutched Father Francis, 
“Don’t call him, Father”, he whispered. 
“He is angry at me.” 

“Angry at you? Nonsense. 
did you do to him?” 

The excited villager was nearer. He 


What 


The acrobat turns catechist 






















BERNADETTE of LOURDES 
Authentic portrait—Copyright by 
PIERRE-BERN AKD SOUBIROUS, 
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DEAR JUNIORS:— 


Once upona time, not so many years ago, there 
was a little girl who tended sheep on a hillside. While she 
watched her flock, this little shepherdess oftentimes gathered 
wild flowers and hunted for pretty colored pebbles. With the 
pebbles she built tiny altars for Our Lady and with the gay 
flowers she wove crowns for Our Queen. Then when her 
make-believe altars were all decked out brightly, she would 
pray her rosary. Our blessed Mother must have been especi- 
ally pleased with her little shepherdess, for one day she 
came down to earth, showed herself to Bernadette, and 
gave her that mission message which is our Junior motto: 
**Pray and work for conversions.’’ 


Maytime is here! Do you know how to go a-Maying? 
We doit this way. Maytime is the time for Juniors to gather 
flowers and deck altars for the May Queen. Maytime is the 
time for Juniors to pray the rosary before the May altar. 
Maytime reminds Juniors of the May Queen’s mission com- 
mand to 
‘‘Pray and work for conversions. ’”’ 


Yours for Maytime! 


Gitte Chir 


furniture and everything! Fine way of 
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forgot his awe of Father Xavier. “You 


little rascal”, he burst out. “Coming acting! I thought you were teaching 
into peoples’ houses and breaking up these boys. If that is the kind of 
their furniture. If the Father wasn’t teaching... .” 


But this was too much for Manuel, 
and he promptly forgot his fear. Criti- 
cism of his teacher was where he drew 
the line. “Father is teaching us good 
things”, he shouted. “You don’t need 
to say anything about the Father. Just 
tell him what kind of furniture I took. 
Just tell him once. I dare you.” 

“Tt makes no difference what kind it 
He has no business coming into 


re 

“Wait a minute”, interrupted Father 
Xavier gently. “Evidently you’ve been 
having some trouble. Both of you. But 
before making any more, let’s find out 
what it is all about. Was Manuel both- 
ering you?” 

“He rushes in my house without a 
word to anybody, and begins throwing 


my things around. Breaking up my was. 


my house and ——” 


“It was his idols! That’s what it 
was! His idols! What do I want with 
his old furniture? All I did was to 
take his idols and throw them in the 
river.” He turned anxiously to Father 
Francis. ‘Was it wrong, Father? I 
thought you said the idols were no 
good.” 

“T did not tell you to throw them in 
the river, Manuel”, said Xavier mildly. 
“Though I confess it is not a bad place 
for them.” He turned sternly to the 
crest fallen villager. “But what have 
you to say? A Christian keeping idols 
in his house! Are you not ashamed? 
Why, the boy has really done you a 
favor.” 

“I was going to take them out my- 
self, Father”, he muttered. 

“Of course, you were”, Father Fran- 
cis said kindly. “I know none of our 
Christians want idols in their houses.” 
He smiled. 

This had a magic effect. The cul- 
prit regained his equanimity at once 
and with it his native wit for extempo- 
raneous invention. He brightened, 
switched to a mood of expansive confi- 
dence. “You know me, Father. I am 
a Christian. You think I would have 
idols in my house? Certainly not. But 
you know how it is with these women 
folks. It was all on account of my 
half brother’s mother-in-law. That old 
dame is the one who wanted to keep 
them. Of course, we men don’t believe 
in such foolishness. I was just waiting 
for a good chance ——” 

“All right”, interrupted the priest. 
“The affair is well settled. The idols 
are out, and I will come after a while 
to bless your house and ask God to 
protect you. And don’t molest Manuel. 
He was only trying to do you a favor.” 
He turned to the boy. “And as for 
you, Manuel, you better leave the idols 
to me in the future. I'll take care of 
them. I don’t want a catechist who 
goes around mixing up in other peo- 
ples’ business.” 

Manuel’s heart suddenly did a somer- 
“Father”, he cried, “can’t I be a 

I can still be a 
If I do what you 


sault. 
catechist any more? 
catechist, can’t I? 
tell me?” 

The missionary smiled, “Well, it’s 
all right this time, Manuel”, he said 
slowly. “We'll let you be a catechist.” 
He stooped and patted the little woolly 
head. “Yes, Manuel”, he beamed, “I 
really want you very much to be my 
catechist.” 

Manuel turned a double handspring. 











Puzzle Winners 
(February) 

First Prize— 

Jeanette Hirth, Cincinnati, Ohio 
Second Prize— 

Francis Garrity, Milwaukee, Wis. 
Third Prize— 

Lemire Twins, Worcester, Mass. 
Fourth Prize— 

John Walsh, New York City 
Fifth Prize— 

Leonard Eccles, San Francisco, Cal. 
Sixth Prize— 

Alice M. Farrell, Norwalk, Conn. 





Mission Baby Sponsors 
January— 

Mary Wenzel, Wakefield, Mass.; Jack 
Joseph Aherne, County Cork, Ireland; Mar- 
guerite Hewitt, Los Angeles, Calif.; Law- 
rence Smith, Concord, N. H.; Richard 
Lassonde, Concord, N. H.; Mary Lally, New- 
ton, Mass.; Juniors, Bristow, Okla.; Nell 
McGeough, Youngstown, Ohio; Rita Duff, 
York, Penna.; Paul Murphy, Manchester, 
N. H.; Madeline Wenzel, Brooklyn, N. Y.; 
Alma Dufault, Wakefield, Mass.; Marie 
Sheridan, Washington, D. C.; Anne Keen, 
Philadelphia, Penna.; Beatrice Arling, Cin- 
cinnati, Ohio; Barbara Riley, Concord, N. 
H.; John F. X. Devlin, Brighton, Mass.; 
Florence Collins, Galena, Jll.; Anna Acker- 
man, Wilmington, Del.; Alfred Vaas, Law- 
rence, Mass.; Joseph F. Fallon, Belmont, 
Mass.; Marie Schmitt, Bayport, L. I., N. Y.; 
Katherine and Elizabeth Kavanagh, Brook- 
lyn, N. Y.; John F. Burke, Manchester, N. 
H.; Mary O’Toole, Brighton, Mass.; Mary 
Kofroth, Woburn, Mass.; John White, Pat- 
erson, N. J.; Dorothy Sutton, Brooklyn, N. 
Y.; Saint Bernadette’s Mission Club, Hono- 
lulu, T. H.; S. Alvina Kelly, Roslindale, 
Mass.; Francis Ga Nun, Osone Park, L. I., 
N. Y.; Frances Nichols, Lebanon, Penna.; 
Kathleen Durkin, Salem, Mass.; Patricia 
Glynn, Bray, Co. Wicklow, Ireland. 





What happy surprises Father 
Chin has each month when so 
many Mission Intention Calendars 
and Adoption Tickets come in 
from his Juniors! He had some 
extra surprises too when these Ju- 
niors sent other gifts besides: 

Jeanne Harkins, Wilmington, Dela.; 
Maryknoll Juniors of Bristow, Bristow, 
Okla.; George Tracy, Cincinnati, Ohio, 





New Juniors 
California— 
San Francisco: Tom Trent, Dolores 
Dean, Dolores O’Leary, Howard Fren- 
na, James Byrnes. 


Louisiana— 
Monroe: Bob Elioff, Louis Ladart, 


Filhiol Breard, Thelma Trickel, James 
E. Hoban, Camille Marsala, James. Pas- 
cal Norris, Jr., James Le Blanc, Ro- 
sanne Reid, Deno Kokinos, Peggy Mor- 
rison, Alice Ticheli, Sybil Marie Dough- 


try, Mary B. Nastasi, Peggy Young, 
Martha Messina, Elizabeth Joseph, 


‘Mike Elioff, Jr., Billy Nicholson, Salvy 


Butitta, Dorothy Claire Hays, Josephine 
Cascio, Mary Lois Darcy, Lena Micela, 
J. L. Haydel, Jr., Mary Edith Breard, 
Celestine Zagone, Angelina Bee, Paul 
Danna, Charlie Mille, Gustina Lasuzzo, 
Harry M. Bell, Frances Cascio, Joe 
Ladart, Charley Bee, John Francis 


Savage. 
Massachusetts— 
Belmont: Joseph Brennan. 


Bridgewater: Ida Battista, Alda Cas- 
sani, Edna Giovannoni, Catherine Guas- 
coni, Stacia Malewicz, Valina Munise, 
Lena Rea, Virginia Sears, Marion 
Souza, Mary Trocchi, Josephine Asack. 

Newton: Mary and Sheila Lally. 

Roxbury: William McDermott, Dor- 
othy Walsh, Robert McFarland. 
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Wakefield: George and Lucy Mc- 
Conville, Annabell Mitchel, Rita 
Phemer, Bobby Maher, Lillian Barrett, 
Rita Plummer, Nancy McGuire, John 
Knapp, Mary Fayle, Edward Cowie, 
Helen Farrington, Joseph Clancy, Cath- 
erine Williams. 

Watertown: John Waters, James 
Reilly, Albert Griffin, John Carrol, 
John Phelan, William Corbert, Joseph 
Kelly, John O’Grady. 
Michigan— 

Detroit: James Crumley, 
Burns, Jr. 


Minnesota— 
Fergus Falls: 


Frank 


Jacqueline Anderson. 





New Juniors from New Hampshire, New 
York, Ohio, Pennsylvania and Rhode Island 
will find their names listed in the June issue. 
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Sally and her Chinese cousin are out gattinn flowers for Blessed Mother’s 
shrine. You will find the names of the flowers among the letters which form the 
arch over the children. Spell from left to right, always going from letter to letter. 
Use any of these letters over again to spell the next flower name, but do not skip 
letters. For example: you are not allowed to take the fifth, seventh, fifteenth, 
twenty-second, twenty-seventh and thirty-second letters, although they spell 


the flower name—cosmos. 


List the names of the flowers on a separate sheet. 


Three prizes for the most artistic bouquets! 
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Address: Father Chin, 


Maryknoll, N. Y. 












Martyrs of Mexico During 
1927 
The following essay by Marie Meuler, 
Mercy High School, Milwaukee, Wis., was 


judged the best essay contributed in the 
“Modern Martyrs” Essay Contest. 


NE of the many martyrs of Mex- 

ico during 1927 was Manuel Bonil- 
la, a working typographer, who was 
just twenty-three, and President of the 
Catholic Youth League. He was sus- 
pended from midday to three o’clock on 
a tree. His arms and legs were at- 
tached in the form of a cross because 
it was Good Friday. 

Guadalupe Chairez, the young girl 
who had organized the deliverance of 
the Catholic prisoners, was arrested be- 
cause she was requested to cry, “Long 
live Calles”, and she refused. The men 
whipped her to have her tell where the 
priests were hiding, but she again re- 
fused. They attached her to a stake, 
cut off her fingers one by one, and then 
cut off her arms in pieces. While this 
was being done and until she died, she 
cried, “Hail Christ the King”. 

Father Francisco Vera, an elderly 
parish priest, was discovered saying 
Mass. He was set against a wall and 
shot down. His garb for execution was 
his priestly vestments and his priest’s 
biretta. Standing quite gently, vet up- 
right against the whitewashed wall, he 
meekly joined his hands in prayer. 

The first martyrs of Mexico who 
were praised by the Holy Father were 
Manuel Melgarijo, who was just sev- 
enteen, and Joaquin Silva, who was 
twenty-seven. These two Leaguers had 
met in a train “General” Zepeda, who 
easily enough deceived them by pre- 
tending to be one of the Catholic Party. 
He got them to talk freely, and then 
arrested them. On the way to the Pan- 
theon Cemetery, Melgarijo was offered 
his life if he would cry, “Long live 
Calles”. He called instead, “Long live 
Christ the King”. They tried to take 
Silva’s rosary from him, but he re- 
sisted energetically. He then said, “Fire 
when I give the signal, ‘Long live Christ 
the King and Our Lady of Guadalupe’.” 

Anacleto Flores was President of the 
People’s Union of the state of Jalisco, 
and the organizer of many study cir- 
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cles at the National 


congress of Work- 
ing Men. He was 
just twen- > ty -three. 
On April 1, 1927, the 


rounded 
at Guada- 
was taken 
of his 
friends. All four, 
and a young 
Louis Padilla, were taken to the Red 
Barracks. They were left for some 
hours without food. Flores was hung 
up by his thumbs and they tried to 
make him reveal the hiding place of 
the Archbishop; but he remained mute. 
They shot his companions before his 
eyes in hopes that he would weaken 
and confess. Flores’ flesh was literally 
ploughed with bayonet wounds, and his 
teeth were broken. 

Father Miguel Augustin Pro was 
captured and taken into prison with his 


police sur- 
his home 
lajara. He 
with three 








Essay Contest Winners 


College Division 

First Prize: Bernard Smith, St. Ed- 
ward’s Seminary, Seattle, Wash. 

Second Prize: Urban H. Schmidt, 
St. Edward’s Seminary, Seattle, Wash. 

Third Prize: Cornelius Immegart, 
Conception College, Conception, Mo. 

Honorable Mention: Joseph 
Michael Egan, St. Andrew’s Seminary, 
Rochester, N. Y. 


High School Division 

First Prize: Marie Meuler, Mercy 
High School, Milwaukee, Wis. 

Second Prize: Kathryn O’Brien, St. 
Mary Academy, Monroe, Mich. 

Third Prize: Donald Leahy, St. An- 
drew’s Seminary, Rochester, N. Y. 

Honorable Mention: Agnes Ober- 
tin, Mercy High School, Milwaukee, 
Mis.; Edward Quinn, St. Mary’s Acad- 
emy, O’Neill, Neb.; Isabel Devereux, 
Ravenhill Academy, Germantown, Phil- 
adelphia, Penna.; Marie Tholen, Girls 
Catholic High, Hays,’ Kan.; Joseph 
Cloonan, St. Andrew’s Seminary, 
Rochester, N. Y.; Rita Cavanaugh, St. 
Leo High School, Ashiey, Penna. 


brother and two other companions. His 
last wish was that he be allowed to 
pray. He remained on his knees two 
minutes, then rose and turned to face 
His face was alight; 
he raised his arms with a wide gesture, 
and forgave his enemies as Christ did 
while hanging on the cross. Miguel 
Pro then took from his breastpocket the 
plain brass crucifix that Jesuits are giv- 
en on the morning they take their re- 
ligious vows. He held it in his right 
hand; in the other he clasped his ros- 
ary. He opened his arms in the form 
of across as the five rifles were levelled 
at him. He said very distinctly, but 
in a quiet voice, “Hail Christ the King”. 
As the bullets pierced his breast, there 
was a look of agony in his face. His 
body fell crumpled at the foot of the 
stockade. The sergeant in charge placed 
the muzzle of his gun close to the right 
temple and fired. This splattered the 
right side of the martyr’s face with 
blood and gun-powder. Through all 
this he held on to his crucifix. 

After him came his three companions. 
The first of these was Luis Sigura 
Vilchis, a splendidly handsome young 
man of twenty-three, who went to the 
shambles unfalteringly. He took the 
attitude of a young athlete who goes to 
receive a prize for valor. Addressing 
the firing squad he said in conversa- 
tional tone, “I am ready, gentlemen”. 

Humberto, the brother of Father Pro, 
was cool and self-possessed. He took 
out his medal and in looking at it, as 
he passed his brother’s body stumbled 
against it. He did not even change 
color. “Where shall I stand?” he asked 
the Major, and was directed to a spot 
soaked in blood. On his face, as on 
the faces of the others, was a look of 
agony as the bullets pierced his breast. 

The fourth victim of this group was 
the poor boy, Tirado. He was simply 
shot down as a Catholic with the others. 
He was so ill with pneumonia that he 
was unable to stand upright, and was 
shot while huddled up and trembling 
with fever. His last request was to 
see his mother, but they paid no atten- 
tion to him; and the firing order was 
given. 


the firing squad. 
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The Sweetest Story Ever 


| pena the month of May, we honor Mary under 

various titles, but her most glorious one is “Mother 
of God’’. It is the story of the sanctity of womanhood 
and of childhood as exemplified by Mary and her Di- 
vine Son—this sweetest and purest story of family love 
ever revealed to the heart of man—that Maryknoll 
missioners are striving to bring to the hundreds of 
millions of souls in China, Korea, Manchukuo, and 
Japan,—the great majority of whom are still in pagan 
darkness and the shadow of death. 


Mary’s mission was to give Christ to the world and 
every Catholic can help her to fulfill this mission. In 
their divine task of giving to the Orient Christ and His 
Blessed Mother, our one hundred and fifty young mis- 
sioners seek apostolic partners, Sponsors who will pro- 
vide for their sustenance—amounting for each to one 
dollar a day. 


St. Denis has said, “Of all divine things there is 
nothing more divine than to co-operate with God in 
the salvation of souls”. Will you “‘mother” an adopted 
missioner-son, in honor of Christ’s Mother or in mem- 
ory of your own—for one or two days—or more—during each month of the coming year? 























The Sponsor Plan 
THAT our Sponsor—or Sup- 
port-a-Missioner—Plan ap- 
peals to our friends is proven 
more and more each day. 

Letters coming to our desk tell 
us of favors received through the 
intercession of Our Blessed Moth- 
er, and in thanksgiving the re- 
cipients double, or sometimes 
treble, their monthly offering. 

Mary, like her Divine Son, will 
not be outdone in generosity! 





Some of the ever-welcome 
Stringless Gifts that found their 
way to us during the past few 
weeks came from the Venard Cir- 
cle, of Pittston, Pa.; Venard 
Club, of Brooklyn, N. Y.; St. Pat- 
rick’s Circle, of Westfield, Mass. ; 
St. Paul’s Circle, of Milwaukee, 


Wis.; and St. Mary’s Circle, of 
Cambridge, Mass. 





One of the members of the Jeso 
Shing Sam Circle, of Hamilton, 
Ohio, never forgets her adopted 
Chinese seminarian in Manchu- 
kuo. Recently a gift for his sup- 
port for this year was received by 
us. Soon, as a priest, he will be 
able to reward her generosity by 








IT APPEALS 


HE ANNUITY IDEA 

appeals—it is such an 
easy way to avoid will 
breaking, helping youre 
self and us at the same 
time. 











offering the Holy Sacrifice of the 
Mass for her. 





IN THANKSGIVING 
HE enclosed offering is a thanks- 
giving to the Sacred Heart and Our 
Blessed Mother for a favor obtained 
through the aid of Maryknoll prayers. 
—Brooklyn, N. Y. 





We are certain your prayers have as- 
sisted us in our business, and the en- 
closed offering is a donation for the 
mission cause in thanksgiving for jobs 
obtained.— Stamford, Conn. 





Please use the enclosed offering for 
a Mass in thanksgiving for a favor 
granted by God to us. We feel that 
the needs of the missions are greater 
than any.—Dayton, Ohio. 


GOD WILL NEVER BE OUTDONE IN GENEROSITY. 
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In Our May Basket 








AT THE MARYKNOLL FUSHUN 
MISSION IN MANCHUKUO THIS 
LITTLE CLIENT OF THE BLESSED 
VIRGIN BRINGS FLOWERS FOR 
OUR LADY’S SHRINE AND OFFERS 
HER A DAILY ROSARY IN WHICH 
MISSIONERS ARE NOT FORGOTTEN 


UR Maryknoll Annuitants are 

satisfied people. We never 
could see our way to offer them 
high interest rates, but we have 
always averaged five per cent and 
have never had a complaint of 
delayed or deferred payment. 

We appreciate the confidence of 
our Annuitants, priests and lay 
people, who leave their principal 
in our possession and are satisfied 
to have a reasonable interest dur- 
ing their lives. 

Recent new recruits to the ranks 
of Maryknoll Annuitants are 
friends in Cincinnati, O., Wilkes 
Barre, Pa., and Los Angeles, Calif. 


A Sponsor in New York City 
provided for a year’s support of a 
Maryknoller, and benefactors in 
Albion, N. Y., and Yonkers, N. 
Y., gave us much appreciated aid 
in the training expenses of our 
Missioners-To-Be. 


Through the New York office 
of the Society for the Propagation 
of the Faith came a notable sum 


Some Maryknoll Books 


Thoughts From Modern 
Martyrs 
Extracts from the letters 
of three young martyrs of 


the past century. 


A Modern Martyr.......... $1.00 
Blessed Théophane Vé- 


nard, martyred in Tong- 
king, Indo-China. 

For the Faith............. $1.00 
Fr. Just de Breteniéres, 
martyred in Korea. 

In the Homes of Martyrs... .$1.00 
Visits to the homes and 
homefolk of five young 
missionary martyrs of the 
past century. 


The Maryknoll Movement. ..$1.00 
The foreign mission move- 
ment in the United States 
and the founding of Mary- 
knoll. 

Observations in the Orient...$2.00 
The Maryknoll Superior 
General’s first visit to the 
Far East. 

Maryknoll Mission Letters, 

each 

PYMRIE cess ceaws tenes see - $3.00 
Informing, inspiring, 
amusing letters from the 
pioneer Maryknoll mis- 
sioners to China. 
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towards the construction cost of 
the Hong Kong Language School 
and Rest House for our mission- 
ers of South China. 


Maryknoll Missioners in South 
China and Manchukuo were heart- 
ened by generous gifts received 
from friends in New Haven, 
Conn., and Cumberland, Md. 


Maryknoll Leper Work bene- 
fited by the charity of a mission- 
lover in Brighton, Mass. 


An offering, running into four 
figures, for the training of Native 
Seminarians of China and Korea 
was received from a priest bene- 


WHEN YOU GIVE TO THE CAUSE OF 


factor at Overbrook, Philadelphia, 
Pa. 


Another reverend friend, this 
time in Rochester, N. Y., gave a 
good boost to our general fund 
for Catechist Support. 


A Stringless Gift, from San 
Jose, Calif., was soon pressed into 
service to relieve an urgent mis- 
sion need. 


We have recently been notified 
of a remembrance of Maryknoll 
in six Wills, and legacies in favor 
of our work have been received 
from eleven others. 


ET LUX PERPETUA LUCEAT EIS 


WE ask prayers for the repose 

of the souls of the following 
deceased friends of the mission 
cause: 

Rt. Rev. Msgr. Joseph Sheahan; Rt. 
Rev. Msgr. Connolly ; Rt. Rev. Edmond 
M. Obrecht, O.C.R.; Most Rev. John 
J. Monaghan, D.D.; Rev. John Dooley ; 
Rev. Francis J. Kenney; Rev. John J. 
O’Hearn; A. J. C.; Sr. Mary Monica 
Flynn; Mrs. Margaret O’Kane; Owen 
Coogan; Cora Fleming; Michael 
Henry; Mrs. Thomas O’Melia; Eusibio 
Escalante Bates; Mrs. Elizabeth Ver- 
din; Louis Emme; Alice Timmons; 
W. A. Sullivan; Mrs. Helen J. Bishop; 
Frank H. Kilduff; Mrs. Owen Kelly; 
Thomas J. McGrath; Thomas Farrell; 
John J. Higgins; Annie McDonnell; 
J. F. Gleason; Sarah Mattice; Mrs. 
Ellen T. Doyle; A. Iselin; Mary J. 
Curran; H. N. Martins; D. W. Ken- 
ney; Nellie C. Foley; Mrs. Julia Byrne; 
Mrs. Nortner; C. W. Klipsch; Teresa 
Heffernan; Mrs. J. Brown; Anna 
Owens; and Mrs. Katherine Collins. 





STUDENT BURSES 


A burse is a sum of money drawing 
yearly Interest which is applied to the 
board, housing and education of a stu=- 
dent at the Maryknoll Seminary, or at 
one of its Preparatory Colleges in the 
United States. 


FOR THE MAJOR SEMINARY 


($5,000 each) 


MAHAN MEMORIAL BURSE.. 4,630.85 
St. Vincent De Paul Burse, No. 2 
MCSA, cn ciGnwsaeman soon 4,500.00 
Michael J. Egan Memorial Burse.. 4,200.00 
St. Anthony Burse......006s0000 4,068.13 
Kate McLaughlin Memorial Burse. 4,050.00 


MISSIONS, 
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St. Michael Burse, No. 1....+2+++ 3,760.59 
Dunwoodie Seminary Burse...... 3,015.00 
1 A SR re 3,000.00 
Marywood College Burse......... 2,882.00 
Bishop Molloy Burse............+ 2,851.00 
Byrne Memorial Burse........... 2,800.25 
Holy Child Jesus Burse.......... 2,762.85 
Our Lady of Lourdes Burse...... 2,283.63 
Our Lady of Mt. Carmel Burse... 2,264.19 
Duluth Diocese Burse............+ 2,211.70 
Archbishop Ireland Burse......... 2,101.00 
St. Bernadette of Lourdes Burse.. 1,940.09 
S$. DIGIC TUTE s<5.'s cvie-cs505 50 1,904.19 
Our Lady of the Sacred Heart Burse 1,738.06 
Immaculate Conception, Patron of 

PUNGTICE, ATBC s 6.56: 6:50:05%0:5\0:%.0i0'0 1,487.28 
SE. AGNES TRUCOE os s0:00s 00-000 9:0 05 1,455.88 
Fr. Nummey Burse of Holy Child 

Jesus Parish of Richmond Hill.. 1,402.55 
St. Francis Xavier Burse......... 1,390.38 
St. Francis of Assisi, No. 2 Burse 1,139.10 
St. John Baptist Burse.........0. 1,121.21 
Manchester Diocese Burse......... 1,000.00 
St: BOmstace Bars x.vc.0s.0.0000 005-06 1,000.00 
Sacred Heart Seminary Burse. . 851.00 
Re CO OTT Se ee eee ae 772.65 
RE Ee 673.25 
Children of Mary Burse.......... 655.70 
St. Joseph Buree, NO. 2.0.08 0008 653.20 
St. ori et. BURGE 6 «ics 0 o08sea0 630.70 
Holy Family Burse.......csessee 582.25 
St. Joan Of Ave Burse..ccccccses 503.61 
The Holy Name Burse...........0¢ 476.65 
Sh UAE TOUTS Ce ivsiis os siain se 00's ha 414.00 
St. John B. de la Salle Burse..... 292.00 
AL SOUS: TBUTGC in. c 65.0.0: 0:0:0:8%.4.08 2 261.7 
Rev. George M. FitzGerald Burse. 233.00 
St. John Berchmans Burse....... 201.00 
Trinity “Wekanduit” No. 2 Burse 200.00 
Jesus Christ Crucified Burse...... 190.50 
Newark Diocese Burse:...........- 157.00 
SS. Peter and Paul Burse........ 150.00 
Sh. STN ose nnsseaess ae 106.07 
Queen of the Rosary Burse....... 105.00 


FOR OUR PREPARATORY 
COLLEGES 


($5,000 each) 





IN HONOR OF THE SACRED 


HEARTS OF JESUS, MARY, 

AND JOSEPH BURSE........ 4,802.00 
Sacred Heart of Jesus Burse (Re- 

is, | Meee Boise Olea ee 4,500.00 
°C)? TERERS: BP icna yen te nieve 1,851.60 
Bl. Théophane Vénard Burse..... 1,727.80 
Archbishop Hanna Burse (Los 

MES Sele pk emeseunes sasenas 1,444.95 
Rt. Rev. Michael J. Hoban Me- 

ee ee er 1,232.00 
Bl. Virgin Mary Sodality Burse... 1,001.00 
Our Lady’s Circle Burse (Los 

FUNG 45s 2k cob cas Saw enes 975.00 
SE. Disehel BGS cos in oop 000 s,s: 696.32 
St; Aloysius Burse ccc sos ccscve 690.10 
Ven. Philippine Duchesne Burse... 347.30 
Se. PR OMeRG. UTE sis <.0.0.4-6%0 0.600% 215.00 
Holy Ghost Burse........tcccece 133.00 
Immaculate Conception Burse ee 119.00 
St..Margaret Mary Burse......... 113.00 


NATIVE STUDENT BURSES 


$1,500 placed at interest will enable 
our missioners to keep one Chinese 
aspirant to the priesfhood at a semi- 
nary in China, 





SS. ANN AND JOHN BURSE..  1.400.00 
Sacred Heart of Jesus and Our 
Lady of Perpetual Help Burse 
eS A ee ar 1,335.61 
Little Flower Burse..... cece. oe %59990.28 





DIRECT SERVICE 


Portland to Japan, 
China, Philippines 


Modern ‘‘General’’ 
airy rooms with beds—sple 


plete privileges of the sh 


Kobe 


Manila 








Gen. Sher 





ticket agent for literature, 
particulars—or write 


STATES 


Epwin A. GARDNER 
General Passenger Agent 
Porter Bldg. 


General Agents: 
UNITED STATES LINES 









liners — 
commodious saloons—spacious, 


American food. One-Class; com- 


ideal for Catholic missionaries 
bound for “fields afar”. Direct 
connections to all parts of 
Orient. 


Yokohama 
$172 
$177 
Shanghai 
$1 


Hong Kong 
$215 
$215 
Sailings fr 

Portland: 

General Lee 
May 14 
Gen. Pershing 
June 4 


June 14 


Send to your travel or railroad 


STEAMSHIP LINES 


Portland, Ore. 


New York, Chicago, and all leading cities 


ndid 
ip— 


the 


98 


om 


man 


full 











— 
Blessed Sacrament Burse......... 1,325.50 
Our Lady of Lourdes Burse...... 1,218.00 
Mater Admirabilis Burse......... 1,083.00 
«Souls in Purgatory Burse........ 1,076.50 
Mary Mother of God Burse...... 808.13 
McQuillen-Bléimer Memorial Burse 800.00 
Christ the King Burse, No. 2.... 702.00 
Maryknoll Academia’ Burse....... 301.60 
St, Patrick Wurses.c.s.<.csce ooo see: 255.00 
Sacred Heart of Jesus—F.W.Burse 200.00 


YOU GIVE TO GOD. 


PERPETUAL ASSOCIATES 

Living: Reverend Friends, 3; Mrs. 
M. T. and Relatives; K. T. D.; Rela- 
tives of B. C.; Relatives of R. C; 
Mrs. I. McK. B.; Relatives of K. A. 
D.; I. N.; B. C. and Relatives; C. E. 
F. and Relatives; D. McN.; Mrs. B. 
and Relatives; E. G. B. and Relatives ; 
M. L. M. and Relatives; Mr. and Mrs. 
W. M. B. and Family; Mr. and Mrs. 
W. F. and Relatives; Mrs. S. R. and 
Relatives; R. M. R.; M. S. and Rela- 
tives. 





Deceased: Teresa L. Heffernan; 
Mary Jane Nichols; Anna Fewry; Leo 
Burrows and Family; Annie E. Poth; 
John and Catherine Lynch; Patrick and 
Elizabeth McCabe; Charles E. Mc- 
Cabe; James F. McCabe; Phoebe St. 
Amant; and Edward M. Watson. 


In Brief 
ROM a priest friend in Cali- 
fornia comes the following 
tribute to the work of Maryknoll- 
ers on the Pacific Coast: 

A few weeks ago, Father Tibesar 
baptized a young Japanese at our church 
in Downey. The young man was a pa- 
tient at the County Poor Farm, and it 
was most edifying to see him receive 
the Sacrament and to witness the faith 
of his sponsor, another devout Catholic 
Japanese of the “Farm”. About two 
weeks later, I received a sick call and 
prepared the young man for death. The 
next day was his last. 

Father Coulehan is doing splendid 
work too, and creating much good will 
for Maryknoll. 








There was a time when the an- 
nouncement of a_ will remem- 
brance brought certainty of help. 
Today, while such an announce- 
ment deeply interests us and gives 
us hope, it is followed invariably 
by the query, “Will anything come 
of it?’ We say this because in 
our experience many wills fall 
short of, if they do not entirely 
void, the intention of the testator. 

If our friends would make cer- 
tain the destination of an intend- 
ed benefaction to Maryknoll, we 
will gladly advise. 











Catechist Yip—cA True Story 


7 HAT’S the matter, Father Jim?’’ asked Father Stephen 

of his friend, to whom he had been showing one of his 
mission stations. ‘Don’t you like my Christians? You look 
terribly glum.” 


“I like them oniy too much, Father Stephen,”? came the 
answer. “It’s envy that’s making me blue. In the homes of 
your Christians I see the Crucifix in evidence, and the children 
read the Catechism and books about Our Lord. How do you 
do it? I’m always on the go, but I can’t seem to reach the 
women and children. I have almost no Christian families.” 





“The answer to that is my head catechist, Yip”, said Father 
Stephen. ‘He penetrates where a foreigner never could, gets 
the lay of the land, and tells me where men and women cate- 
chists may be placed to best advantage. You are looking for 
a founder of Catholic families in your mission; well, Father, 
99 


get another Yip! 








Father Jim laughed, but the sound was not a happy one. 
“Just one thing prevents me from following your advice,” he said. ‘A little matter of fifteen 
dollars a month, needed for the other Yip’s salary, and which I have not got.” 


Father Stephen nodded. “Yes, it was that way with me too for a long time. If only we 
could make the folks ‘back home’ understand.” 























ed 
Located at “Maryknoll,” Clark’s Summit, Pa., 1400 feet above sea level, rd > 


and 135 acres in extent, in the hill country of northeastern Pennsylvania. 


RATES 
SEASON a“ $15.00 a week, $110.00 the season. 
(A registration fee of $10.00 is required. This 
Saturday, June 29th to Saturday, August 24th is credited to the camper’s bill.) 


REQUIREMENTS 


Each boy should be provided with 3 blankets, sheets, and pillowcases; equipment 
for tennis, baseball, and swimming; clothing for roughing it at Camp and on hikes. 


ACTIVITIES ACCOMMODATIONS 
Swimming, baseball, tennis, handball, boxing, basket- The boys sleep in spring beds under Army pyramidal 
ball and games (in the gym in inclement weather), tents erected on wooden platforms which are raised 
fishing and hiking. Special features are hay rides, above the ground. Meals are served indoors and are 
over-night hikes, campfires, lantern games, and an occa- prepared under the direction of the Maryknoll Sisters. 
sional movie. A most enjoyable experience is the four The Camp is supervised by a Maryknoll Father, assis- 


its way through the wild and rugged country of north- Mass is offered daily in the college chapel at 7:30 for 
ern Pennsylvania and New York. the convenience of the campers. 


day canoe hike on the Susquehanna where it has cut ’ : ; ted by a group of seminarians as counsellors. A special 


For further information address: THE CAMP DIRECTOR, “MARYKNOLL,” CLARK’S SUMMIT, PENNA. yo 


Sma. A CATHOLIC CAMP FOR BOYS 





























SEATTLE 


—A SHORT-CUT TO 


JAPAN - CHINA: PHILIPPINES 


Seattle is closer to the Orient than any other large American 
city. Inthe heart of the beautiful Evergreen Playground, it is 
an ideal place to start your cruise. 
Every other Saturday a fast President Liner of the Ameri- 
can Mail Line sails from Seattle and Victoria over the Short 
Route to Yokohama, Kobe, Shanghai, Hongkong and Ma- 
nila. President Liners are big, steady-riding ships, 535 feet 
Fares aslow as... long, 21,000 tons displacement, with large outside state- 
rooms, glass-enclosed promenade decks, outdoor swimming 
$ pool, dancing and talking movies, superb food. 
Clock-like President Liner schedules in the Orient permit 
you to goas you please, making stopovers less than a week 
long. For details and literature, see your travel agent or write 


AMERICAN MAIL Lu: 


Fourth at University, Seattle 











St. Theresa of Avila 


TRANSLATED FROM THE FRENCH OF 
LOUIS BERTRAND 
(Member of the French Academy) 


By MARIA LOUISE HAZARD 





The life of one of the most interesting Saints of the 
Catholic Church. Written in the inimitable 
style of Louis Bertrand, one of the 
foremost French writers. 


320 Pages—lIllustrated—Bound in Cloth— 
Stamped in Oriental Leaf. 


PRICE—$2.00 


AT ALL BOOK STORES OR 


The Society for the Propagation 
of the Faith 
109 EAST 38th STREET :: :: NEW-YORK CITY 

















“To the Orient’’ 
—in Chinese 





GO DIRECT 
TO THE ORIENT 


ONLY 10 DAYS TO YOKOHAMA... 
fastest, shortest Pacific crossing... 
by the sister-ships, Empress of 
Asia ot Empress of Russia. Or via 
Honolulu in 3 days more on the 
Empress of Japan (mighty speed- 
queen of the Pacific) or the Em- 
press of Canada. 

LOW ALL-YEAR ROUND-TRIP 
FARES... outstanding First Class, 
attractive Tourist Class. Low-cost 
Third Class on all “Empresses.” 
Summer round-trip fares to the 
Orient even lower. 


FREQUENT SAILINGS from Van- 
couver (trains to ship-side) and 
Victoria. Orient fares include pas- 
sage to and from Seattle. Orient 
ports-of-cal]l: Yokohama, Kobe, 
Nagasaki, Shanghai, Hong Kong, 
Manila. 

@Also...low-cost World Tours. 


BOOKLETS from youR OWN AGENT 
or Canadian Pacific: New York, 
Chicago, San Francisco, and 34 
other cities in the U. S. and Canada. 


Canadian Pacific 





Why not a 
MARYKNOLL BOOK 
FOR MAY READING 


one. perhaps, that relates heroic 
deeds of mission adventure, or 
quaint Oriental folk tales, or 
history-in-the-making, or fasci- 
nating travel. 


This month we suggest 
FIELD AFAR STORIES 
bound in cloth, illustrated. 85 cents each 
3 vols, $2.25 


See page 190 for mention of some other 


Maryknoll Books 


THE FIELD AFAR OFFICE 


Maryknoll : - - - New York 


| The VATICAN 
i i} MISSION 
|| EXPOSITION 

















